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LUDWIG TIECK. 



LuDWiG TiECK, bom at Berlin, on the Slst of May, 
1773, is known to the world only as a Man of Letters, 
having never held any public station, or followed any 
profession, except that of authorship. Of his private 
history the critics and news-hunters of his own coun- 
try complain that they have little information ; a defi- 
ciency which may arise in part from the circumstance, 
that till of late years, though from the first admired by 
the Patricians of his native literature, he has stood in 
no high favour, and of course awakened no great curi- 
osity, among the reading PUhs ; and may indicate, at 
the same time^ that in his walk and conversation, there 
is little wonderful to be discovered. 

His literary life he began at Berlin, in his twenty- 
second year, by the publicittion of three novels, follow- 
ing each other in quick succession : Abdalldhy William 
Lavelly and Peier LAerrecht. -These works found small 
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4 LUDWIG TIECK. 

patronage at their first appearance, and are still regard- 
ed as immature products of his genius ; the opening of 
a cloudy, as well as fendd dawn ; betokening a day of 
strong heat, and perhaps at last, of serene brightness. 
A gloomy tragic spirit is said to reign throughout all 
of them; the ims^e of a high passionate mind, scorn- 
ing the base and the false, rather than accomplishing 
the good and the true ; in rapt earnestness << interro- 
gating Fate," and receiving no answer but the echo of 
its own questions reverberated' from the dead walls of 
its vast and lone imprisonment. 

In this stage of spiritual progress, where so many 
not otherwise ungifted minds at length painfully con- 
tent themselves to take up their permanent abode, where 
our own noble and hapless Byron perished from among 
us at the instant when his deliverance seemed at hand, 
it was not Tieck*s ill fortune to continue too long. His 
Popular TaleSy published in 1797, as an appendage to 
his last novel, imder the title of Peier Leberrechts 
Volksmahrchen, already indicate that he had worked 
his way through these baleful shades into a calmer and 
sunnier elevation ; from which, and happily without 
looking at the world through a painted glass of any sort, 
he had begun to see that there were things to be be- 
lieved, as well as things to be denied ; things to be lo- 
ved and forwarded, as well as things to be hated and 
trodden under foot. The active and positive of Good- 
ness was displacing the barren and tomoenting nega- 
tive ; and worthy feelings were now to be translated 
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into their only proper language, worthy actions: In 
Tieck's mind, all Goodness, all that was nohle or ex- 
cellent in Nature, seems to have combined itself under 
the image of Poetic Beauty; to the service and defence 
of which he has ever since unweariedly devoted his 
gifts and Bs days. 

These Volkmahrchen are of the most varied nature ; 
sombre, pathetic, fantastic, satirical ; but all pervaded 
by a warm, genial soul, which accommodates itself 
with equal aptitude to the gravest or the gayest form. 
A soft abundance, a simple and kindly but often so- ' 
lemn majesty is in them : wondrous shapes, full of 
meaning, move over the scene, true modem denizens of 
the old Fairyland ; low tones of plaintiveness or awe 
flit round us; or a starry splendour twinkles down 
from the immeasurable depths of Night. 

It is by this woiic, as revised and perfected long af- 
terwards, that we now purpose introducing Tieck to 
the notice of the English reader : it was by this also 
that he was introduced to the notice of his country- 
men. Peter I^jberrechts Volksmahrchen was reviewed 
by August Wilhelm Schlegel, in the Jena LUteratur- 
zeitung; anS its author, for the first time, brought un- 
der the eye of the world as a man of rich endowments, 
and in the fair way for turning them to proper account. 
To the body of the world, however, this piece of news 
was surprising rather than delightful ; for Tieck's merits 
were not of a kind to split the ears of the groundlings, 
and his manner of producing them was ill calculated to 
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condliate a kind hearing. Schiller and Goethe were 
at this time silent, or occupied with History and Philo- 
sophy : Tieck belonged not to the existing poetic guild ; 
and, far from soliciting admission, he had not scrupled, 
in the most pleasant fashion, to inform the craftsmen 
that their great Diana was a dumb idol, and their sil- 
ver shrines an unprofitable thing. Among these VolkS' 
tndhrch^, one of the most prominent is Der Gestie" 
felte Eatery a dramatised version of Puss in Boots ; 
under the grotesque mask of which, he had laughed 
with his whole heart, in a true Aristophanic vein, at 
the actual aspect of literature ; and without mingling 
his satire with personalities, or any other false ingre- 
dient, had rained it like a quiet shower of volcanic 
ashes on the cant of IHumination, the cant of Sensibi- 
lity, the cant of Criticism, and the many other cants of 
that shallow time, till the gum-flower products of the 
poetic garden hung draggled and black under their un- 
kindly coating. In another country, at another day, the 
drama of Puss in Boots may justly be supposed to ap- 
pear with enfeebled influences ; yet even to a stranger 
there is not wanting a feast of broad joyous humour in 
this strange phantasmagoria, where pil; and stage, and 
man and animal, and earth and air, are jumbled in 
confusion worse confounded, and the copious, kind, 
ruddy light of true mirth overshines and warms the 
whole. 

This What-d'yc'call-it of Puss t» Boots was, as it 
were, the key-note which for several years determined 
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the tone of Tieck*8 fitenuy enterprises. The same spi- 
rit Kves in his Verkekrte WeUy ( Worid Turned Topsy- 
tmry), a drama of similar stnictm, 'which accom- 
panied the former ; in his tale of 2jerinno9 or ^ Tow 
in search <f Tastey which soon followed it ; and in 
nnmerons parodies and lighter pieces which he gare 
to the world in his Poetic Jomrnai; the second and last 
▼ohmie of which periodical contains his LeUen an 
Shakspeare^ inculcating the same doctrines, in a gra- 
ver shape. About this time, after a short residence in 
Hamburgh, where he had married, he removed his abode 
to Jena ; a change which confirmed him in his literary 
tendencies, and fieu^tated the attainment of dieir ob- 
jects. It was here that he became acquainted with the 
two Schlegels ; add, at the same lime, with their friend 
Novalis, a yonng man of a pore, warm, and benignant 
genias, whose fine spirit died in its first blossoming, 
and whose posthumous works it was, ere long, the me- 
lancholy task of Tieck, and the younger Schlegel, to 
publish under their superintendance. With Wackenro- 
der of Berlin, a person of kindred mind with Novalis, 
and kindred fortune also, having died very early, Tleck 
was already acquainted and united ; for he had co-ope-* 
rated in the Herzensergiesiungen eines emsamen KUh 
sterbrudersy an elegant and impressive work on picto- 
rial art, and Wackenroder-s chief performance. 

These young men sympathised completely in their 
critical ideas with Tieck ; and each was labouring in his 
own sphere to disseminate them, and reduce them to 
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pnu^tice. Their endeayoim, it would Beem, have prd«- 
pered ; for, in colloquial literary history, thia gifted 
dnquefoilt often it is only the trefoil of Tieck and the 
two Schlegelsy have the credit, which was laag the 
blame, of founding a New School of Poetry, by which 
the Old School, first fired upon m the Gestirfdte Eatery 
and ever afterwards assailed, without intermission, by 
eloquence and ridicule, ailment and entreaty, was at 
length displaced and hunted out of being ; or, like Par- 
tridge the Astrology, reduced to a life which could be 
prored to be no life. 

'Of this New School, which has been the sulject of 
much unwise talk, and of much not very wise writing, 
we cannot here attempt to offer any suitable description, 
hx less any just estimate. One thing may be remark- 
ed, that the epithet School seems to describe the case 
with little propriety. That since the beginning of the 
present century, a great change has taken place in 
German literature, is plain enough, without commen- 
tators ; but that it was effected by three young men. 
Jiving in the little town of Jena, is not by any means 
so plain. The critical principles of Tieck and the 
Schlegels had already been, set forth, in the form both 
1^ precept and prohibition, and with all the aids of phi-* 
losophic depth and epigrammatic emphasis, by the 
united minds of Goethe and Sdiiller, in the JJorenand 
Xemen. The developement and practical application 
of the doctrine is all that pertains to these reputed 
founders of the sect. But neither can the change be 
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nid to hare originated with Schiller and Goethe ; for 
it is a clnnge originating not in individuals, but in nm* 
rentl drcamstanees, and belongs not to Germany, bnt 
to Europe. Am<Hig onrselvesy for instance, witbdn the 
last thirty years, who has not lifted up his voice with 
double vigour in praise of Shakspeare and Nature, and 
vituperalimi of French taste and French philosophy ? 
Who has not heard pf .the glories of old English lite- 
rature ; the wealth of Queen Elizabeth's age ; the pe- 
nury of Queen Anne's ; and the inquiry whetha* Pope 
was a poet ? A similar temper is breaking out in France 
itself, hermetically sealed as that country seemed to be 
against all foreign influences ; and doubts are beginning 
to be entertained, and even expressed, about Comeille 
and the Three Unities. It seems to be substantially 
the same ^hing which has occurredin Germany, and been 
attributed to Tieck and his associates : only, that the 
revolution, which is here proceeding, and in France 
Gommendng, appears in Germany to be completed. 
Its results have there been embodied in elaborate laws, 
and profound systems have been promulgated and ac- 
cepted : whereas with us, in past years, there has been 
as it were a Literary Anarchy ; for the Pandects of 
Blair and Bossu are obsolete or abrogated, but no new 
code supplies their place ; and, author and critic, each 
sings or says that which is right in his own eyes. For 
the principles of German Poetics, we can only refer 
Uie reader to the treatises of Kant, Schiller, Richter, 
the Schlegek, and their many copyists and expositors ; 
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with the promise that 'his labour will be hard, but not 
unrewarded by a plenteous harvest of results, whichy 
whether they be doubted, denied, or believed, he wUl 
find no trivial or unprofitable subject for his contem- 
plation. 

These doctrines of taste, which Tieck embraced 
every opportunity of enforcing as a critic, he did not 
fedl diligently to exemplify in practice ; as a long and 
rapid series of poetical performances lies before the 
world to attest. Of these, his Crenoveva^ a play ground- 
ed on the legend of that Saint, appears to be regard- 
ed as his master-piece by the best judges ; though 
Franz StertubaMs Wanderungen^ the fictitious His- 
tory of a Student of Painting, was more relished by 
others ; and, as a critic tells us, << here and there a low 
voice might be even heard voting that this novel equal- 
led WilhelmMeisCer ; the peaceful clearness of whidi it 
however nowise attained, but only, with visible effort, 
strove to imitate." In this last work he was assisted by 
Wackenroder. At an earlier period, he had come forth, 
as a translator, with a new version of Don Quixote : he 
now appeared also asacommentator^ with a work entitled 
Minneiieder ans dem Schwabischen Zeitaker (Min- 
strelsy of the Swabian Era), published at Berlin in 
1803 ; with an able Preface, expkuning the relation of 
these poets to Petrarca and the Troubadours. In 1804*, 
he sent out his Kaiser Octavianus, a stor)« which, like 
the other works mentioned in this paragraph, I have 
never seen, but which I find praised by his countrymen 
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in no Tery intelligible terms, as << a fiur revival of the old 
Makrchen (Traditionary Tale) 4 in which, however, 
the poet moves freely, and has completed the cycle of 
^ romance." Die Gevnalde (The Pictures), another 
of his fictions, has lately been translated into English. 

Tieck's frequent change of place bespeaks less set- 
tledness in his domestic, than happily existed in his in- 
tellectual circumstances. From Jena he seems to have 
again removed to Berlin ; then to a country residence 
near Frankfort on the Oder ; which, in its turn, he 
quitted for a journey into Italy. In this classic coun- 
try he found new facilities for two of his favourite pur- 
suits.: He employed himself, it is said, to good purpose, 
in the study of ancient and modem art ; to which, while 
in Rome, he added the examining of many old German 
manuscripts pres(erved in the Vatican Library. From 
his labours in this latter department, and elsewhere, his 
countrymen have not long ago obtained, in addition to 
the MinstreUy^ an AUdeutsches Theater (Old-German 
Theatre), in two volumes, with the hope of more. A 
collection of Old-German Poetry is still expected. 

In 1806, he returned to Germany ; first to Munich, 
then to his former retreat near Frankfort ; but for the 
next seven years, he was little heard of as an active 
member of the litamy world ; and the regret of his ad- 
mirers was increased by intelligence that ill health was 
the cause of his inactivity. That this inactivity was . 
more apparent than real, he has proved by his reap- 
pearance in new vigour, at a time when he finds a rea- 
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dier welcome and more willing audience. He has 
since published abundantly in yarious forms ; as a trans- 
lator, an editor, and a writer both of poetry and prose. 
In 1812, appeared his early VoOismdhrcheny retouch- 
ed, and improved, and combined into a whole, by con- 
yersations, critical, disqidsitionary, and descriptive, in 
two volumes, entitled Phantasus ; from which our pre- 
sent specimens of him are taken. His AUdeutsehes The- 
ater was followed by an AUenglisches, including the 
disputed plays of Shakspeare ; a work gladly received 
by his countrymen, no less devoted admirers of Shak- 
speare than ourselves. Since that time, he has paid us 
g personal visit. In 1818, he was in London, and is 
said to have been well satisfied with his reception • 
which we cannot but hope was as respectful and kind 
as a guest so accomplished, and so friendly to England^ 
deserved at our ha^ds. The fruit of his residence among 
us, it seems, has already appeared in his writings. He 
has very lately given to the world a novel on Shak- 
speare and his Times ; in which he has not trembled to 
. introduce, as acting characters, the great dramatist 
himself, with Marlowe, and various other poets of that 
age. Such is the report, which adds, that his work is 
admired in Germany ; but that any copy of it has cross- 
ed the Channel, I have not heard. Of Tick's present 
residence, or special pursuits, or economical circum- 
stances, I am sorry to confess my entire ignorance. 
Oie little fact may perhaps be worth adding ; that So- 
phie Bemhardi, an esteemed authoress, is his sister. 
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A yery sligiit power of obserraiion will snfiBce to 
conrince ns that Tieok is no ordinary man ; but a true 
Poety a Poet bam^us well as made. Of a nature at 
once susceptible and strong, be has looked over the 
circle of human interests with a for-sigbted and piercing 
eye, and partaken deeply of its joy and woe ; and these 
impressions on his heart or his mind have been like 
seed sown on fertile ground, ripening under the skyey 
influences into rich and raried luxuriance. He is no 
mere observist and compiler; rendering back to us, 
with additions or substractions, the fieauty which ex- 
isting things hare of themselves presented to him ; but 
B true Mak^, to whom the actual and external is but 
the exciiement for ideal creations, representing and en- 
nobling its effects. His feeling or knowledge, his love or 
scorn, his gay humour or solemn earnestness, all the 
riches of his inward world, are pervaded and mastered 
by the living energy of the soul which possesses them ; 
and their finer essence is wafted to us in his poetry, 
like Arabian odours on the wings of the wind. 

But this may be said of all true poets ; and each is 
distinguished from all by his individual characteristics. 
Among Tieck's, one of the most remarkable is his 
combination of so many gifts in such full and simple 
harmony. His ridicule does not obstruct his adoration ; 
his gay Southern fieuicy lives in union with a Northern 
heart. With the moods of a longing and impassioned 
spirit he seems deeply conversant ; and a still imagina- 
tion, in the highest sense of that word, reigns over all 
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hift poetic world. Perhaps, on the whole, this is his dis« 
tinguishmg faculty ; an imagination, not of the intellect, 
hut of the character, not so much yagne and gigantic 
as altogether void and boundless. A feelmg as of de- 
eiert yastness steals over us in what appeared to be a 
common scene ; or in high passages, a fire as of a fur- 
nace glows in one small spot, under the infinitude of 
darkness : Immensity and Eternity seem to rest over 
the bounded and quickly-fading. 

His mind we should call well cultivated ; for no part 
of it seems stunted in its growth, and it acts in soft 
unimpeded imion. His heart seems chastened in the 
school of experience ; fervid, yet meek and humble, 
heedful of good in mean forms, and looking for its sa- 
tisfaction not in passive, but in active enjoyments. His 
poetical taste seems no less polished and pure : with 
all his mental riches and excursiveness, he merits in 
tho, highest degree the praise of chaste simplicity, both 
in conception and style. No man ever rejected more 
carefully the aid of exaggeration in word and thought, 
or produced more result by humbler means. Who 
coidd have supposed that a tragedy, -no mock-heroic, 
but a real tragedy, calcidated to affect and excite us, 
could have been erected on the ground-work of a nur- 
sery tale? Yet let any one read JBlaubari in the 
PhantasuSy and say whether this is not accomplished* 
Nor is Tieck's history of our old friend Bluebeard any 
Fairyland George Barnwell; but a genuine play, with 
comic as well as tragic life in it ; ^^ a group of earnest 
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%ar689 painted on a laughing ground/' and surprising 
us with poetical delight, where we looked for anything 
sooner. 

In his literary life, Tieck has essayed many pvovin- 
ces, both of the imaginative and the intellectual world ; 
but his own peculiar province seems to be fhat of the 
Mahrchen ; a word which, for want of a proper syno- 
nym, we are forced to translate by the imperfect peri- 
phrase of Popular Traditionary Tale. Here, by the 
consent of all his critics, including even the collectors 
of real Mahrchen^ he reigns without any rival. The 
true tone of that ancient time, when man was in his 
childhood, when the universe within was divided by no 
wall of adamant from the universe without, and the 
forms of the Spirit mingled and dwelt in thistful sis- 
teriiood with the forms of the Sense, was not easy to 
seize and adapt with any fitness of application to the 
feelings of modem minds. It was to penetrate into th^ 
inmost shrines of Imagination, where human passion 
and action are reflected in dim and fitful, but deeply 
significant resemblances, and to copy these with the 
guileless humble graces which Aone can become them. 
Such tales ought to be poetical, because they spring 
from the very fountains of natural feeling ; they ought 
to be moral, not as exemplifying some current apoph- 
thegm^ but as imaging forth in shadowy emblems the 
universal tendencies and destinies of man. That Tiedc 
has succeeded thus far in his Tales is not asserted by 
his warmest admirers ; but only that he now and then 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



16 LUDWIG TIECK. 

approacbes siibh success, and throughout approaches it 
more closely than any of his riyals. 

How far this ju^ment of Tieck's admirers is correct, 
our readera are now to try for themselves. Respecting 
the reception of these Tales, I cannot boast of having 
any very certain, still less any very flattering jvesenti- 
raent. Their merits, such as they have, are not of a 
jkind to force themselves on the reader ; and to search 
for merits few readers are inclined. The ordinary lo« 
vers of witch and fairy matter wiU remark a deficiency 
of spectres and enchantments here, and complain that 
the whole is rather dulL Cultivated free-thinkers again, 
well knowing that no ghosts or elves exist m this coun* 
try, will smile at the crack-brained dreamer, with his. 
spelling-book prose and doggrel verse, amd dismiss him 
good-naturedly as a German Lake-poet. Alas I alas ! 
Ludwig Tieck could dso fantasy, << like a drunk Irish- 
man," with great conveniency, if it seemed good to 
him ; he can laugh, tob, and disbelieve, and set springes 
to catch wood-cocks in manifold wise : but his present 
business was not this : nor, I fear, is the lover of 
witchmatter, Gt the free-thinker, likely soon to discover 
what it was. 

Other readers there are, however, who will come to 

him in a truer and meeker spirit, and, if I mistake not, 

be rewarded with some touches of genuine poetry. 

For the credit of the stranger, I ought to remind them 

• that he appears under many disadvantages. In the pro^- 

5 / 
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cess of translation he has necessarily lost, and perhaps 
in more than the usual proportion : the childlike cha^ 
racter of his style was apt to direrge into the childish ; 
the nakedness of his rhymes, perhaps at first only wa- 
vering hetween simplicity and silliness, must in my 
hands too frequently have shifted nearer the latter. 
Ahove all, such works as his come on us unprepared ; 
unprovided with any model * hy which to estimate 
them, or any category under which to arrange them. 
Nevertheless, the present specimens of Tieck do eschi- 
hit some featmres (^ his mind; a few, hat those, as it 
seems to me, its rarest and highest features : to such 
readers, and with such allowances, the Run^nbergf the 
Trusfy Eckari and their associates, may he commended 
with some confidence. 



* I have not forgotten Allan Cunningliam*s Traditional Tales 
of the English and Scottifh Peasantry ; a work full of kind 
fancy and soft glowing exuberance, and with traces of a genius 
ivbidi might rise into a far loftier and purer element than it has 
ever yet moved and lived in. 
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POPULAR TALES. 



I. 
THE FAIR-HAIRED ECKBERT. 

In a district of the Harz, dwelt a Knigbt, whose com* 
Bion designation in that quarter was the Fair-haired 
Eckbert. . He was about forty years of age, scarcely of 
middle stature, and short light-coloured locks lay close 
and sleek round his pale and sunken countenance. He 
led a retired life, had never interfered in the feuds of 
his neighbours ; indeed, beyond the outer wall of his 
castle, he was seldom to be seen. His wife loved so- 
Ctude as much as he ; both seemed heartily attached 
to one another ; only now and then they would lament 
that Heaven had not blessed their marriage with chil- 
dren. 

Few came to visit Eckbert, and when guests did hap- 
pen to be with him, their presence made but little al- 
teration in his customary way of life ; Temperance 
abode in his household, and Frugality herself appeared 
to be the mistress of the entertainment. On these oc- 
casions, Eckbert was always cheerful and lively ; but 
when he was alone, you might observe in him a certain 
mild reserve, a still, retiring melancholy. 
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ike. whole trns speedily anwiged : by and by wine'aiiid 
ciupper were brought in ; freiA wood was laid upon the 
fire ; the talk grew liyelier and more confidentii^ 

The cloth being remoredi and the servants gone, 
Eckbert took his friend's hand, and said to him: *^ Now 
yon mnst let my wife tell yon the history oi her youth; 
% is cnrions enongh, and yon shonld know it." — << With 
att.my heart," said Waldusr; and the party again drew 
lovnd theh^nb. . 

It was now midnight, the moon looked fitfully 
^tmgh the breaks of the driving clouds. << You must 
not reckon me a babbler/* began the lady. ** My bus* 
band says you have so generous a mind, that it is not 
right in us to hide angbt from you. Only do not take 
my narrative for a fable, however strangely it may 
sound 

<< I was bom in a little village ; my father was a 
ppor herdsman. Our circumstances were not of the 
best ; often we knew not where to find our daily bread. 
But what grieved me far more than this, were the quar- 
rels which my father and mother often had about their 
poverty, and the bitter reproaches they cast on one ano« 
ibsr. Of myself too, I heard nothing said but ill ; they 
were for ever telling me that I was a silly stupid child, 
that I could not do the simplest turn of work ; and m 
truth I was extremely inexpert and helpless ; I let things 
fall, I neither learned to sew nor s]nn, I could be of no 
use to my parents { only their straits I undecstood too 
well. Often; I w<nild sjt in a comer, md fill itiy little 
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<< At the dawn of day I arose, and scarcely knowing 
what I did, nn^nstened the door of our little hat. I 
stept upon the open field ; next nunnte t was in a wood, 
where the fight of the morning had yet hardly penetra* 
ted. I ran along, not looking round ; for I felt no fa« 
tigoe, and I still thought my father would catch me, 
and in his anger at my flight would heat me worse than 
ever. 

^* I had reached the other side of the forest, and the 
sun was risen a ^considerable way ; I saw something 
dim lying before me, and a thick fog resting over it. 
Ere long my path began to mount, at one time I was 
climbing bills, at another winding among rocks ; and I 
now guessed that I must be among the neighbouring 
Mountains.; a thought that made me shudder in my 
loneliness. For, living in the plain country, I had never 
seen a hill ; and the very word Mountains, when I heard 
talk of them, had been a sound of terror to my young 
ear. I had not the heart to go back, my fear itself 
drove me on ; often I looked round affrighted when 
the breezes rustled over me among the trees, or the 
stroke of some distant woodman sounded (ax through 
the still morning. And when I began to meet with 
charcoal«men and miners, and heard their foreign way 
of speech, I had nearly fainted for terror. 

**l passed through several villages ; begging now and 
then, for I felt hungry and thirsty ; and fashioning my 
answers as I best could when questions were put to 
ine. In this manner I had wandered on some fomrd^ys. 
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a dim base, the day was gray and troidiledy and ao tvee, 
oo meadow, not evea a bash could I find, only a few 
shrubs shooting up stunted and solitary in the.narraw 
clefts of the rocks. I ^^aoaot utter what a loi^iBg I 
felt but to see one hui^lin <7e«tiire, any liTing mortal, 
even though t had been afiwd of . hurt from him. At 
the same time I was tortured by a|;nawing himger ; I 
aa^ down, and made up my mind to die4 After a whik, 
bowerer, the desire of liying gained the mastery; I. 
roused myself, and wandered forward amid tears and 
broken sobs all day ; in the end I hardly knew what I 
was doing ; I was tired and spent, I scarcely widied 
to liye, and yet I feared to die« 

<< Towards night the country seemed to grow a little 
.kindlier ; my thon^ts, my desires renved, the wish 
for life awoke in all my reana. I thought I heard the 
rushing of a mill alar off; I redouUed my steps ; and 
bow gladi how lig^t of hewt was I, when at kst I ae- 
tiially gained the Hmita of the barren racks, and saw 
woods and meadows lyii^^ before me, with soft green 
hills in the distance ! I felt as if I had stept out of hell 
into a pavadise ; my kmefineas and helplessness no long- 
er frightened me. 

^ Instead of the b(^>ed^fer mill, I came upon a wa- 
te^att, which, in truth, considerably damped my joy* 
I.WiMi Ufting a drmk from it in the iiollow of my hand, 
;9^ea aU at onte I liiought I heaid asHgfat cough some 
little way from me. Never m my life was I so joyfid- 
lysarprisedasattfaisBioiiieat: I went near, and at the 
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border of ^ wo#cl Imwsh old woman' nttiiig festbg 
on the gronnd. ^be was dreaaed -almost wholly in 
Uaok ; a black hood cor^red her head, and the greater 
pirt of her Ibce ; in her hand e^e held a cmteh. 

*^ I eaBK w^ to h^, and begged for help ; she made 
me sit by her, and gare me bread, and a Httle wine. 
While I ate, she sang in a sereeehing tone some kind of 
spiritoal song. When she had done, abe told me I might 
follow her. 

<< The offer charmed me, stxange as the old woman's 
voice and look appeared. With her crutch she limped 
away pretty fast, and at every step she twisted her fiice 
so oddly, that at first I was like to laugh. The wild 
rocks retired 1[>ehind ns more and more : I never shall 
focget the aspect and the feeling of that evemng. All 
things were as moltoi into the softest golden red ; the 
trees were standing with their tops in the ^w of the 
sonset ; on the fields lay a mfld bnghtnesa ; the woods 
and the leaves of the tirees were standing inotionleBs ; 
the pure sky looked out like an opened paradise, and 
the gashing of the brooks, and, from time to tim^ the 
mstiing of the trees, resounded through the serene still- 
ness, as in pensive joy. My yonng soul was hen fint 
taken with a forethought of the world and its vicissi* 
lodes. I forgot myself and my conductress ; my q>irit 
and my eyes were wandering among the shining clouds. 
- *^ We now mounted an eminence planted with biroh- 
trees ; from the top we looked into agreoi valley, like* 
I ftill of birches; and downbdow, in the middled 
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them, was a little hot. A glad barkiiig reached us, and 
immediately a little nimble dog came springing. roond 
the old woman, fiiwned on her, and wagged its tail ; it 
next came to me, viewed me on all sides, and then 
tamed back with a friendly look to its old mistress. 

<< On reaching the bottom of the hill, I heard the 
strangest song, as if c<miing from the hut, andsnngby 
some bird. It ran thus : 

Alone in wood so gay 
'Tif good to stay, 
Morrow like to-day, 
For ever and aye : 
O, I do love to stay* 
Alone in wood so gay. 

<< These few words were continually repeated,^and to 
describe the soimd, it was as if you heard forest-honuB 
and shalms sounded together from a fer distance. 

<< My curiosity was wonderfully on the stretch ; with- 
out waiting for the old woman's orders, I stept into ^ 
hut. It was already dusk ; here all was neatly swept 
and trimmed ; some bowls were standing in a cupboard, 
some strange-looking casks or pots on a table ; in a glit- 
tering cage, hanging by the window, was a bird, and this 
in feet proved to be the singer. The old woman cough- 
ed, and panted : it seemed as if she never would get 
over her fetigue ; she patted the little dog, she talked 
with the bird, which only answered her with its accus- 
tomed song ; and for me, she did not seem to recolleet 
that I was there at all« Looking at her so, many qualms 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



THE FAIR^HAIRED ECKBE&T* 27 

and fears came orer me ; for her face was in perpetual 
motion ; and, besides, her head shook from old age, S0 
thal^ for my life, I could not understand what sort of 
comitenance she had. 

<< Having gathered strength again, she lit a candle, 
covered a very small. table, and brought out supper. 
She now looked round for me, and bade me tsJte a 
little cane chair. I was thus sitting close fronting her, 
with the light between us. She folded her bony hands, 
and prayed aloud, stiU twisting her countenance^ so that 
I was once more on the point of laughing ; but I took 
strict care that I might not make her angry. 

** After supper she again prayed, then showed me a 
bed in a low narrow closet ; she herself slept in the 
room. I did not watch long, for I was half stupified ; 
but in the night I now and then awoke, and heard the 
old woman coughing, and between whiles talking with 
her dog and her bird, which last seemed dreaming, and 
replied with only one or two words of its rhyme. This, 
with the birches rustling before the window, and the song 
of a distant nightingale, made such a wondrous combi- 
nation, that I never fairly thought I was awake, but 
only fieJling out of one dream into another still stranger. 

<< The old woman awoke me in the morning, and soon 
after gave me work. I was put to spin, which I now 
learned very easily ; I had likewise to take charge of 
the dog and the bird. I soon learned my business in 
the house : I now felt as if it all must be so ; I never 
once remembered that the old woioan had so many sin- 
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waa a pcaii or a jewel. I had already noticed that she 
often went to fettle privately about the cage, hut I had 
nerer troubled myself farther on the ralject. She 
now gaive me charge of gadiering these eggs in her ab« 
sencey and carefully storing them up in the strange* 
lookiag pots. She would leave me food, and sometimes 
stay away longer, for weeks, for months. My little 
wheel kept humming round, the dog barked, the bird 
sai^ ; and withal there was such a stillness in the neigh- 
bourhood, that I do not recollect of any storm or foul 
weather all the time I staid there. No one' wandered 
thither ; no wild beast came near our dwelling : I was 
satisfied, and worked along in peace from day to day* 
One would peihaps be very happy, could he pass his 
life so undisturbedly to the end. 

*^ From the little that I read, I formed quite marvel- 
lous notions <^ the world and its people ; all taken from 
mysdf and my society. When I read of witty persons, 
I could not figure them but like the little shodc ; great 
ladies, I conceived, w^re like the bird ; all old women^ 
like my mistress. I had read somewhat of love, too ; 
and often, in fancy, I wou^ sport strange stories widi 
myself. I figured out the fJEorest knight on Earth ; adoni- ^ 
ed him with all perfections, without knowing rightly, 
after all my labour, how he looked : but I could feel a 
hearty pity for myself when he ceased to love me ; I 
would then, in thought, make long melting speeches, 
or perhaps aloud, to try if I could win him back. You 
smile t These yoxmg days are, in truth, far away from 
us all. 



d by Google 



so LUDWIOTIECK. 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



THE FAIR-HAIRED ECRBERT. 31 

meet that faireet of adl knigfats, iiHio for erer dwelt in* 
my memory. 

** At first this yiought was nothing more than any 
other thought ; hut when I used to he sitting at my 
wheel, it still returned to me, against my will ; and I 
sometimes followed it so far, that I already saw my- 
self adorned in splendid attire, with princes and knights 
aroimd me. On awakening from these dreams, I would 
feel a sadness idien I looked up, and found myself still 
in the little cottage. For the rest, if I went through my 
duties, the old woman troubled herself little ahout 
what I thought or felt. 

<< One day she went out again, telling me that she 
should be away on this occasion longer than usual ; that 
I must take strict charge of everything, and not le^ 
the time hang heavy on my hands. I had a sort of fear 
on taking leave of her, for I felt as if I should not see 
her any more. I looked long after her, and knew not 
why I felt so sad ; it was almost as if my purpose had 
already stood before me, without myself being conscious 
of it. 

^< Never did I tend the dog and the bird with such di- 
ligence as now ; they were nearer to my heart than for- 
merly. The old woman had been gone some days, 
when I rose one morning in the firm mind to leave the 
cottage, and set out with the bird to see this world they 
talked so much of. I felt pressed and hampered in my 
heart ; I wished to stay where I was, and yet the 
thought of that afflicted me ; there was a strange con- 
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tentioit in my souly m if between two discmrdant tfpU 
rits. One moment my peaceful solitude would seem 
to me so beautiful ; tbe next tbe image of a new world> 
with its many wonders, would i^;ain enchtot me. 

<< I knew not what to make of it ; the d(^ leaped up 
continually about me ; the sunshine i^read abroad over 
the fields; the green birch-trees glittered ; I always felt 
ais if I had something I must do in haste ; so I caught 
the little dog, tied him up in the room, and toot the 
cage with the bird imder my arm. The dog writhed 
and whined at tins unusUal treatment : he looked at me 
with begging eyes, but I feared to haye him witii me. 
I also took one pot of jewels, and concealed it by me ; 
the rest I left. 

*^ The bird turned its head very strangely when Icross- 
ed the threshold ; the dog tugged at his cord to follow 
me, but he was forced to stay. 

<< I did not take the road to the wild rodcs, but went 
in the opposite direction. The dog still whined and 
barked, and it touched me to the heart to hear him ; 
the bird laied once or twice to sing ; but as I was car- 
rying him, the shaking put him out. 

** The farther I went, the faintergrewthe barking, and 
at last it alt<^ther c«»ed. I wept, and had almoat 
turned back, but the longing to see something new still 
Undered me. 

^ I had got across the hills, and throng some forests, 
when the night came on, and I was forced to turn aside 
into a TiUage. I blushed exceedingly on entering the 
5 
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km ; ihej Atfwid me to a room ind bed ; I slept [Mretty 
qnetly, only ^t I dreamed of tlie old woman, and hm 
thi^temng me. 

** My journey had not mnch Tafiety ; the farther I 
ventr, the more was I afflicted by the recollection of 
iny old mistress and the little dog ; I considered that 
in all likelihood ^e poor shock would die of hanger, 
and citen in the woods I thought my dame woold sud- 
denly meet me. Thus amid tears and sobs I went 
along ; when I stopped to rest, and put the cage on 
tile ground, the bird struck up hk song, and brought 
but too keenly to my mind the fair habitittion I had 
left As human nature is forgetful, I imagined that 
my former journey, in my childhood, had not been so . 
8a4 and wofol ai the present; I wished to be as I waa 
then* 

<< I had sold some jewels ; and now, after wandering 
on for several days, I reached a Tillage. At^reryen- 
ttsnce I was struck with something sti'ange ; I felt ter- 
rified and knew not why t but I soon bethought mytel^ 
for it was the Tillage where I was bom I How amaaeed 
was 1 1 How the tears ran down my cheeks for glad* 
uess, for a thousand singular remembrances I Many 
things were changed : new houses had been built, soma 
just raised when I went away, were now fallen, and had 
marks of fire on them ; everything was far smaller and 
adore confined ihan I had fancied. It rejoiced my Tery 
heart that I should see my parents once more afiter such 
an absence : I found tiieir little cottage, the well-known 
threshold ; the door-latch was standing as of old ; it 
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B^emed to me, as if I had shut it mily yesternight. My 
heart beat violently, I hastily lifted that latch ; Imt 
faces I had never seen before looked up and gazed at 
me. I asked for the shepherd Martin ; they told me 
that his wife and he were dead three years ago. I drew 
back quickly, and left the village weeping aloud. 

<< I had figured out so beautifully how I would sur- 
(Hise them with my riches : by the strangest chance, 
what I had only dreamed in childhood was become 
reality; and now it was ail in vain, they could not re-> 
joice with me, and that which had been my first h<^ 
in life was lost for ever. 

<< In a pleasant town I hired a small house and gar- 
den, and took myself a maid. The world, in lanth, 
proved not so wonderfdl as I had painted it : but I for- 
got the old woman and my former way of life rather 
more, and on the whole I was contented. 

<< For a long while the bird had ceased to sing : I was 
Uierefore not a little frightened, when one night he sud- 
denly began again, and with a difierent liiyme. He 
sang^ 

Alone in wood so gay, 

Ah, far away ! 

But thou wilt say 

Some other day, 

'Twere best to stay 

Alone in wood so gay. 

'< Throughout the night I could not close an eye ; all 

things again occurred to my remembrance ; and I felt, 

more than ever, that I had not acted rightly. When I 

rose, the aspect of the bird distressed me greatly ; he 
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looked at me contmiiallyy and liis presence did me ilL 
There was now no end to his song ; he sang it kmder 
and mwer shrilly than he had heen wont. The mate I 
lodged at him, the more he pained and frightened me ; 
at last I opened the cage, put in my hand, andgiasped 
his neck ; I squeezed my fingers hard together, he look- 
ed at me, I slackened them ; but he was dead. I buried 
him in the garden. 

<< Afifcer this, there often came a fear oyer me for my 
maid; I looked back upon myself, and fiacied she 
m%^ rob me or murder me. Fw a long while, I had 
been acquainted with a young knight, whom I alto- 
gether liked : X bestowed on him my hand ; and with 
this, Sir Walther, ends my st<Nry." 

<< Ay, you should have seen her then," said EcUbert 
warmly ; << seen her youth, her loveliness, and what a 
charm her lonely way of life had given her. I had no 
fortune ; it was through her love iheae riches came to 
me ; we moved hither, and our mairiage has at no time 
brought us anything but good." 

«< But with our tattling," addedBertha, <<itisgiow- 
ing very late ; we must go to sleep." 

She rose, and proceeded to her chamber ; Walther, 
with a kiss of her hand, wished her good night, saying : 
<< Many thanks, noble lady ; I can well figure you be- 
side your singiug bird, and how you fed poor little 

Walther likewise went to sle^ ; Eckbert alone still 
walked in a restless humour up and down the room. 
<< , Are not men fo<4s ?" said he at last : << I myself oc- 
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caaiQiied this reokai of my wifiB's Uitoryy and now ftach 
ccmfidence appears to me improper I WMl lie not atase 
it ? Will he not commnnicate the secret to othefa ? 
Will he not, fin* such ia human natore, east nnUeeted 
tl«>n^t8 on our jew^, and form pretexte and lay 
plans to get pdesession of them ?" 
. It now occurred to his mind that Wahh<^ had not 
taken leave -of him so cordially as might have been ^- 
pected after snch a maiic of trust : the soul once set 
upon suspicion finds in every trifle something to con* 
firm it. Eckhert, on the other hand, re{»t)achedhimae]f 
for such ignoble feelings to his worthy ftiend; yet 
stiU he could not cast them out. All night he plagued 
himself with such uneasy thou^ts, and got very little 
sleep* 

Bertha was unwell next day> and could not ooma to 
breakfiust ; Walther did not seem to trouble hknsdf 
much about her yiness, but left her husband also rathar 
codly. Eckbert could not com{H:ehend such conduct ; 
he went to see his wife, and found her in a feverish 
state ; she said her last night's story must have agitated 
her. 

From that day, Walther visited the castle of his 
friend but sddom ; and when he did appear, it waabut 
to say a few unmeaning words and then depart. Eck- 
bert was exceedingly distressed by this daneanoor : to 
Bertha or Walther he indeed said nothing of it ; but to 
any person hii intenod-dkquietude was viable enough. 

Bertha s sickness wore an aspect more and more 
serious ; the Doctor grew alarmed ; the red had va- 
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iiisfaed liroin his patieaVt cheeksy and her eyes were 
bec<Hniiig mere and nere inflamed. Otm mqming she 
sent for her fanshand to her bedside ; the nurses were 
<Mrder«d to-withdraw. 

«< Dear Eekbert," she began, << I must disclose a 
secret to thee, which has almost taken atiray my senses, 
which is mining my health, unimportant trifle as it may 
appear. Thou mayest remember, often as I talked . 
of my childhood, I could nef^er call to mind the name 
of ^be dog that was so long beside me : now, that 
n^t on tdcing leare, Walther all at once, said to me : 
^ I can well figure you, and how you fed poor little 
SirokmumJ Is it chance ? Did he guess the name ; 
did be know it, and speak it on purpose ? If so, how 
stands this man connected with my destiny ? At times 
I struggle with myself, as if I but imagined this mys- 
terious business ; but, alas ! it is certain, too certain. J 
Mt a shudder that a stmnger should help me to re^ 
call the memory of my secrets. What sayest thou, 
Eddiert?*' 

Edcbert looked at his sick and agitated wife, with 
deep emotion ; he stood silent and" thoughtful ; then 
spoke some words of comfort to her, and went out. In 
a &taiit dumber, he walked to and fro in indescribe- 
able disquiet. Walther, for many years, had been his 
sole companion ; and now this pa*s(m was the <mly mor- 
tal in the world whose existence pained and oppressed 
him. It seemed as if he should be gay and light of 
heart, were that one thing but removed. He took his 
bow, to dissipate these thoughts ; and went to hunt. 
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It viras a rough stormy winter day ; the mow wtti 
lying deep on the hills^ and hending down ^e hrandies 
of the trees. He roved ahont ; the sweat was standing 
on his hrow ; he found no game, and this embittered his 
ill-humour. All at once he saw an ohject moving in 
the distance ; it was Walther gathering moss from the 
trunks of trees. Scarce knowing what he did, he bent 
his bow ; Walther looked round, and gave a threat^iing 
gesture, but the arrow was already flying, and he sank 
transfixed by it. 

Eckbert felt relieved and calmed, yet a certain hor- 
ror drove him home to his castle. It was a good way 
distant ; he had wandered far into the woods. On ar- 
riving, he found Bertha dead: before her death, i^ 
had spoken much of Walther and the old woman. 

For a great while afW this occurrence, Eckb^ 
lived in the deepest solitude ; he had all along been 
melancholy, for the strange history of his wife disturb- 
ed him, and he dreaded some unlucky incident or 
other ; but at present he was utterly at variance with 
himself. The miurder of his friend arose incessantly 
before his mind ; he lived in the anguish of continual • 
remorse. 

To dissipate his feelings, he occasionally moved to 
the neighbouring town, where he mingled in society 
and its amusements. He longed for a friend to fill the 
void in his soul ; and yet, when he remembered Wal- 
ther, he would shudder at the thought of meeting with 
a friend ; for he felt convinced that, with any friend, he 
must be unhappy. He had lived so long with his jBer- 
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toucfaedy and tried to oomforc biiB. Eckbortretuniad 
to town with ft %hter heart. 

But it seemed to be his doom that, in Uie.Ter3r lumr 
of confidence, be should always find materialB for ms-* 
pkion. Scarcely had they entered the public haU» when, 
in the glitter of the many lights, Hugo's looks had 
ceased to satiisfy him. He thought he noticed a mali- 
dons smile ; he remarked that Hi^ did not speak to 
him as usual ; that he talked with the rest, and seemed 
to pay no heed to him. In the party was an old kni^it, 
who had always shown himself the enemy of Eckhert, 
had often asked about his riches and his wife in a pe* 
cnUar style. With this man Hugo was conrersing, tiiey 
were speaking privately, and casting looks at Eckbert. 
The suspicions of the latter seemed confirmed; he 
thought himself betrayed, and a tremendous rage took 
hold of him. As he continued gazing, on a sudden he 
discerned the codntenance of Walther, all hb features^ 
all the form so well known to him ; he gazed, and look- 
ed, and felt conyinced that it was none but Walther 
who was talking to the knight. His honror caimot be 
described ; in a state of frenzy he rushed out of the 
hall, left the town oyer night, and afta: many wander- 
ings, returned to his castle. 

Here, like an unquiet spirit, he hurried to and fro 
from room to room ; no thought would stay with him ; 
out of one frightful }dea he fell into another still more 
frightful, and sleep never visited his eyes. Oftenhe be- 
lieved that he was mad, that a disturbed imagination 
was the origin of all this terror ; then, again, he recol- 
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lecled'Walditr'^ taitiifes, and the wliole grew noro a^^ 
more a riddle to him. He reeolTed to take a jonraey,, 
that he might reduce hia thoughts to order; the hope 
of Mendshim the deaire of aodal intercourse, he had 
now for oTer giTen up. 

He set onty without prescribing to himself any cer- 
tain route ; indeed, he took small heed of Uie country 
he waa passing tkrou^. Havhig hastened on some 
days at the quickest pace of his horse, he, <masudden, 
found himself entangled in a labyrinth of rocks, from 
miuch he could discover no outlet. At length he met 
an old peasant, who tod£ him by a path leadii^ past 
a watec<fidl : he offered him some coins for his gui«> 
dance, but the peasant woxdd not have them. << What 
use is it ?" said Eckbert. << I could beiieve that this 
man, too, was none but Walther." He looked round 
Mice more, and it was none but Walther. Eckbert 
q>unred his hone as fieuBt as it could gallop, over meads 
and forests, till it sank exhausted to the earth. Re- 
gardless of this, he hastened forward on foot 

In a dreamy mood, he mounted a hill : he fancied 
he caught the sound of lively barking at a little dis- 
tance ; the birch-trees whispered in the intervals, and 
in ^e strangest notes, he heard this song : 

Alone in the wood so gay, 
Once more I stay ; 
None dare me slay, 
The evil far away : 
Ah, here I stay, 
Alone in wood so gay. 
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The sense, the conscioiisiiess of Eckbert had d^mrt- 
ed ; it was a riddle which he could not solre, whether 
he was dreaming now, or had before dreamed of a wife 
and friend. The manrelkras viras-mingled with the com- 
mon ; the world around him seemed enchanted, and he 
himself was incapable of thought or recollection. 

A crooked, bent, old woman, crawled coughing up 
the hill with a crutch. << Art thou bringing me my 
bird, my pearls, my dog ?" cried she to him. << See 
how injustice punishes itself I No one but I was Wal- 
ther, was Hugo." 

<< God of Heayen I" said Edkbert, muttering to him- 
self ; ^< in what frightful solitude have I passed my 
life?" 

" And Bertha was thy sister." 

Eckbert sank to the ground. 

<< Why did she leave me deceitfrdly? All would 
have been £Edr and well ; her time of trial was already 
finished. She was the daughter of a knight, who had 
her nursed in a sh^>herd's house ; the daughter of thy 
father." 

a ^^y have I always had a forecast of this dreadfrd 
thought ?" cried Eckbert. 

<< Because in early youlli thy father told tliee : he 
could not keep this daughter by him for his second 
wife, her step-mother." 

Eckbert lay distracted and dying on the ground. 
Faint and bewildered, he heard the old woman speak- 
ing, the dog barking, and the bird repeating its song. 
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THE TRUSTY ECKART. 



Bbave Burgundy no longer 
Could fight for fatherland ; 

The foe they were t^ie stronger. 
Upon the bloody sand. 

He said : The foe prevaUeth, 
My Mends and followers fly. 

My striving nought availeth. 
My spirits sink, and die. 

No more can I exert me^ 
Or sword and lance can wield ; 

O, why did he desert me, 
Eckart, our trusty shield ! 

In fight he used to guide me. 
In danger was my stay ; 

Alas ! he*s not beside me, 
But stays at home to-day. 

The crowds are gathering faster, 
Took captive shall I be ? 

I may not run like dastard, 
1*11 die like soldier free. 
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Thos Buigandy so bitlcr, 
Has at his breast his sword ; 

When, see ! bieaks in the Ritter 
Eckart, to save his lord ! 

With cap and armour glancing. 

Bold on the foe he rides, 
His troop bdiind him prancing. 
And his two sons besides. 

Burgundy sees their token. 
And cries t Now, God be praised ! 

Not 3ret we*re beat or broken. 
Since Eckart's flag is raised. 

Then like a true knight, Eckart 
Dash*d gaily through the foe : 

But with his red blood ileckerM, 
His little son lay low. 

And when the fight was ended. 
Then Burgundy he speaks : 

Thou hast me well befriended,^ 
Yet so as wets my cheeks. 

The ibe is smote and fljring ; 

Thou*st saved my Und and life ; 
But here thy boy is lying. 

Returns not from the strife. 

Then Eckart wept almost, 
The tear stood in his eye ; 

He claspM the son heM lost. 
Close to his breast the boy.. 
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M^y dM'ft thon^ Heidz, so early, 

And scarce wast yet a man ? 
Thou*ft &llen in battle fairly ; 

For thee 1*11 not complain* 

Thee, Prince, we have delivered ; 

From danger ihon art free : 
The boy aild I are stver'd ; 

I give my son to thea 

Then Burgundy our chief, 

His eyes grew moist and dim ; 
He felt such joy and grief, 

80 great that love to him. 

His heart was melting, flauung, 

He fell on Eckart's breast, 
With sobbing voice exclaiming : 

Eckart, my champion best. 

Thou stood'st when crery other 

Had fled from me away ; 
Therefore thou art my brother 

For ever ftom this day. 

The people shall regard thee 

As wert thou of my line ; 
And could I more reward thee. 

How gUuUy were it thhie ! 

And when we heard the same. 

We joy'd as did our prince; 
And Trusty Eckart is the name 

WeVe call*d him ever since. 
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The voice of mi old peasant flotmded over the rocks, 
as he sang this hallad ; and the trusty Eckart sat, in 
his grief, <m the declivity of the hill, and wept aloud. 
His ybungest hoy was standing hy him 2 " Why weep- 
est thou aloud, my father Eckart ?" said he : *' Art 
thou not great and strong, taller and hraver than any 
other man ? Whom, then, art thou afraid of?" 

Meanwhile the Duke of Burgundy was moving 
homewards to his Tower. Burgundy was moimted on 
a stately horse, with splendid trappings ; and the gold 
and jewels of the princely Duke were glittering in the 
evening sun; so that little Conrad could not sate him- 
self with viewing and admiring the magnific^it pro* 
cession. The trusty Eckart rose, and looked gloomily 
over it ; and young Conrad, when the himting train had 
disappeared, struck up this stave : 

On good steed. 

Sword and shield 

Wouldst thou wield. 

With spear and arrow. 

Then had need 

That the marrow 

In thy arm, 

That thy heart and blood. 

Be good. 

To save thy head from harm. 

The old man clasped his son to his hoeom, looking 
with wistful tenderness on his clear hlue eyes. ** Didst, 
thou hear that good man's song ?" said he. 
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Up a grudge against me ; a&d every one that wuitflr to 
me in favour with him increaBet his dittnitt ; so that 
at last he has quite tamed away his heart from me." 

Hereupon the hero Eckart uAd, in smoodi words, 
how Burgundy had hanished him from his sig^t> how 
they had become entire strangers to each other, as tho 
Duke suspected that he even meant to rob him of his 
dukedom. In trouble and sonrow, he proceeded to re- 
late how the Duke had cast his son into coafinemeiit, 
and was threatening the Hfe of Eckart him8elf> as of a 
traitor to the lahd. 

But Conrad said to his iiaither : << Wilt thou let me 
go, my old father, and ^peak with the Duke, to m^ 
him reasonable and kind to thee ? If he has killed ny 
brother, then he is a wicked man, and thou must p«^ 
nish him ; but that cannot be, for he could not so iUse- 
]y forget the great service thou hast done him." 

*^ Dost thou know the aid proverb ?*' said Edoot, 

*^ Both the long require thy aid, 
Thou^rt a friend can ne'er be paid ; 
Hast thou hdpM him through his trouble, 
Thy friendship is an empty bubble. 

<< Yes; my whole life has been wasted in vain. Why 
did he make me great, to cast me down the deeper ? 
The friendship of princes is like a deadly poison, which 
can only be employed against our enemies, and with 
which at last we unwarily kill ourselves." 

« I will to the Duke," cried Conrad : « I wOl call 
6 
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iMck into hiB soul alt that thou hast done, that thou 
hast suffered for him ; and h# will again be as of MJ* 

<< Thou hast forgot/' said Eckart, << lliat they look 
on us as traitors. Hierefore let us fly together to some 
foreign country, where a better fortune may betide us/' 

" At thy age," said Conrad^ « yifi\t thou turn away 
lliy ftice from thy kind home ? I wfll to Burgundy ; 
I will quiet him, and reconcile him to thee. What can 
he do to me, even lliou^ he still hate and fear thee ?" 

« I let thee go nnwillmgly," said Eckart ; ^< for my 
soul forebodes no good ; and yet I would fEon \j% recon- 
ciled to him, for he is my old friend ; and Ma save thy 
brother, who is pining in tlie dungeon beside him." 

The sun threw his last mild rays on the green Earth : 
Eckut sat pemsiyely leiming back against a tree ; he 
looked long at Conrad, then said : ** If diou wilt go, 
my little boy, go now, before the night grow altoge- 
ther dark. The windows in the Duke's Castle are 
sJready glittering with lights, and I hear aftur off the 
sound of trumpets from the feast ; perhaps his son's 
bride may have arrived, and his mind maybe Mendlier 
tons." 

Unwillingly he let him go, for he no longer trusted 
to his fortune : but Conrad's heart was light ; for he 
thought it would be an easy task to turn the 'mind of 
Burgundy, who had played with him so kindly but a 
short while before. '■ " Wilt thou come back to me, iny 
Kttle boy ?" sobbed Eckart : " if I lose thee, no other 
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of my race remains.** The boy consoled him ; flattered 
him with caresses : at last they parted. 

Conrad knocked at the gate of the Castle, and was 
let in ; old Eckart stayed without in the night alone. 
" Him too have I lost," moaned he in his solitnde ; " I 
shall never see his face again." 

Whilst he so lamented, there came tottering towards 
him a grey-haired man ; endeavoming to get down the 
rocks ; and seeming, at every step, to fear that he should 
stumble f nto the abyss. Seeing the old man's feeble- 
ness, Eckart held out his hand to him, and helped him 
to descend in safety. 

" Which way come ye ?*' inquired Edcart. 

The old man sat down, and began to weep, so that 
the tears came running over his cheeks. Edcart tried 
to soothe him and console him with reasonable words ; 
but the sorrowful old man seemed not at all to heed 
these well-meant speeches, but to 'yield himself the 
more immoderately to his sorrows. 

<< What grief can it be that lies so heavy on you as 
to overpower you utterly ?" said Eckart. 

'^ Ah, my children I" moaned the old man. 

Then Eckart thought of Conrad, Heinz, and Die- 
trich, and was himself altogether comfortless. << Yes," 
said he, " if your children are dead, your misery in 
truth is very great." 

<' Worse than dead," replied the old man, with his 
mournful voice ; << for they are not dead, but lost for 
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ever to me. Oh I would to Heaven that they were but 
deadr 

These strange words astonished Bckait, and he ask-, 
ed the old man to explain the riddle ; whereupon the 
latter answered : << The age we live in is indeed a mar- 
vellous age, and surely the last days are at hand ; for 
the most dreadful signs are sent into the world, to 
threaten it. Every sort of wickedness is casting off its 
old fetters, and stalking bold and free about the Earth ; 
^ fear of God is drying up and dispersing, and can 
&id no channel to unite in ; and the Powers of Evil 
are rising audaciously from their dark nooks, and ce- 
lebrating their triumph. O my dear sir ! we are old, 
but not old enough for such prodigious things. You 
have doubtless seen the Comet, that wonclrous light in 
the sky, that shines so prophetically down upon us ? 
All men predict evil ; and no one thinks of beginning 
iSm reform with himself, and so essaying to turn off the 
rod. Nor is this enough ; but portents are also issuing 
from the Earth, and breaking mysteriously from the 
depths below, even as the li^t shines frightfuUy on 
us from above. Have you never heard of the Hill, 
which people call the Hill of Venus ?" 
-** Never," said Eckart, " far as I have travelled." 
<< I am surprised at that," replied the old man ; *< for 
the matter is now grown as notorious as it is true. To 
this Mountain have the Devils fled, and sought shelter 
in the desert centre of the Earth, according as the 
growth of our Holy Faith has cast down the idolatrous 
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worship of the Heathen, Here, they say, before all 
others, Lady Venus keeps her court, and all her hell- 
ish hosts of worldly Lusts and forbiddeii Wishes gather 
round her, so that the Hill has been accursed since lime 
immemorial.** 

*' But in what country lies the Htil ?'* inquired £<^- 
sart. 

"There is the secret," said the old man, « lliat no 
one can tell this, except he have first given himself up 
to be Satan's servant ; and, indeed, no gnOtless person 
ever thinks of ^seeking it out. A wond^ful Musician 
cm a sudden issues from below, whom the Powers of 
Hell have sent as their ambassador ; he roams through 
Uie world, and plays, and makes music on a pipe, so that 
his tones sound far and wide. And whoever hears these 
sounds, is seized by him with visible yet inexplica- 
ble force, and drawn on, on, into the wildem^s ; he 
sees not the road he travels ; he wanders, and wanders^ 
and is not weary ; his strength and his speed go on 
]na*easing; no power can restrain him*; but he runs 
frantic into the Moimtain, from which he can never 
more return. This power has, in our day, beoi re- 
stored to HeU ; and in this inverse direction, the ill- 
starred, perverted pilgrims, are travelling to a Shrine 
where no deliverance awaits diem, or can reach them 
any more. For a long while, my two sons had ^ven me 
no contentment ; they were dissolute and immoral ; 
tJiey dei^ised their parents, as they did religion ; but 
now the Sound has caught and carried them off^ ihey 
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are gone into uBseen kingdoms ; the wodd was too 
aanrow for theniy they are seddng room in HeU" 

<< And what do you intend to do in audi a my9f 
tery ?'' said Eckart. 

<^ With this cmtdi I set out," replied the old xxmnp 
<< to wander through the wodd, to find them agvbiy of 
die of weariness and woe." 

So sayingy he tore himself from his rest with a stroBg 
effort ; and hastttied forth with his otmost speed, i» It 
he had found hims^ neglecting his most precious earth- 
ly hope ; and Eckart looked with compassion on his 
vain toil, end rated him in his though as mad«] 

It had bemi night, and was now day, and Cowad 
came not hade Eckart wandered to and fro among 
^e rocks, and tamed his IcHnging eyes on the Castle ; 
still he did not see him. A crowd came issuing thnn^ 
the gate ; and Eckart no longer heeded to conceal hinir 
self ; hut mounted his horse, vrbifh was gracing in free- 
d<Hn ; and rode into the middle of the troop, who were 
now proceeding merrily and carelessly across the plain. 
On his reaching them, they recognized him ; hut no one 
laid a hand on him, cfr said a hard word to him ; they 
stood mute for reverence, surrounded him in admira- 
ti<m, and then went their way. One of the squires he 
caHed back, and asked him : ^* Where is my Conrad ?** 

« O ! ask me not," repfied the squire ; ^ it w<Ndd 
hut cause you sorrow and lamenting." 

" And Dtetnch I" cried the £fttker. 

" Name not their names any more," swd the aged 
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squire^ '* for they are gone ; the wrath of our. master 
was kindled against them, and he meant to punish you 
in them/' 

A hot rage moimted up in Eckart s soul ; and^ for 
sorrow and fury, he was no longer master of himself. 
He dashed the spurs into his horse, and rode through 
the Castle-gate. All drew back, with timid reverence, 
from his way ; and thus he rode on to the front of the 
Palace. He sprang from horseback, and mounted th^ 
great steps with wavering pace. *' Am I here in the 
dwelling of the man," said he, within himself, '^ who 
was once my friend ?*' He endeavoured to collect his 
tjumghts ; but wilder and wilder images kept moving 
m his eye, and thus he stept into the Prince's chamber. 

Burgundy's presence of mind forsook him, and he 
trembled as Eckart stood in his presence. ^< Art lliou 
the Duke of Burgundy ?" said Eckart to him. To 
which the Duke answered, " Yes." 

" And thou hast killed my son Dietrich ?" — The 
Duke said, " Yes." 

. " And my little Conrad too," cried Eckart, in his 
grief, << was not too good for thee, and thou hast killed 
him also ?" To which the Duke again answered, " Yes." 

Here Eckart was unmanned, and said, in tears : 
<< O I answer me not so, Burgundy, for I cannot bear 
these speeches. Tell me but that thou art sorry, that 
thou wishest it were yet undone, and I will try to com- 
fort myself; but thus, thou art utterly offensive to 
my heart." ' 
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The Puke said : *^ Depart from my eight, false trai- 
tor ; for thou art the worst enemy I have on Earth." 

Eckart said : << Thou hast of old caUed me thy 
friend ; but these thoughts are now far from thee. Ne- 
ver did I act against thee ; still have I honoured and 
loved thee as my prince ; and God forbid that I should 
now, as I well might, lay my hand upon my sword, 
and seek revenge of thee. No, I will depart from thy 
sight, and die in solitude." 

~ So saying, he went out ; and Burgundy was moved 
in his mind ; but at his call, the guards appeared with 
their lances, who encircled him on all sides, and mo- 
tioned to drive Eckart from the chamber with their 
weapons. 

To hone the hero springs, 
Wild through the hills he rideth : 

*^ Of hope in earthly things, 
Now none with me abideth. 

^^ My sons are slain in youth, 

I have no child or wife ; 
The Prince suspects my truth, 

Has sworn to take my life." 

Then to the wood he turns him, 

Thete gallops on and on ; 
The smart of sorrow bums him, 

He cries : .*« They're gone, they're gone ! 

^^ All living men from me are fled, 

New friends I must provide me, 
To the oaks and firs beside me, 

Complain in desert dead. 
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^^ There is no child to cheer me, 

By cruel wolves they're slain ; 
Once three of them were near me, 

I see' them not again/* 

As Bckart cried thus sadl^, 

His sense it pass*d away ; 
He rides in fury madly 

Tin dawning of the day. 

His horse in frantic speed, 

Sinks down at last exhausted ; 
And nought does Eckart heed. 

Or think or know what caused it ; 

But on the cold ground lie. 

Not fearing, loving longer ; 
Despair grows strong and strrager. 

He wishes but to die. 

No one about the Castle knew whither Eckart had 
gone ; for he had lost lumself in the waste forests, and 
let no man see him. The Duke dreaded his intentions ; 
and he now repented that he ha^ l^him go, and not 
laid hold of him. So, ooe morning, he set forth with a 
great train of hunters and attmidants, to search the 
woods, and find out Eckart ; for he thought, that till 
Eckart were destroyed, there could be no security. 
All were unwearied, and regardless of toil ; but the sun 
set without their having found a trace of Eckart. 

A storm came on, and great donds flew blustering 
over the forest ; the thunder rolled, imd lightning struck 
the tall oaks : all present were seized with an unquiet 
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terror, and they gradually difperaed among the hnsbei, 
or the apea spaces of the wood. The Duke's hone 
phmged into the thicket ; his sqturet coold not feXkfW 
him : the gallanl horse rushed to the ground^ and Bor- 
gimdy in Tain caUed through the tempest to his ser- 
▼ants ; for there was no one that co«ld hear hinu 
. Like a wild man, had Eckart roamed aboat the 
woodsy uncoDscions of himself or his misfertonos ; he 
had lost all thought^ aaid in blank stnpeftction, satis- 
fied Ills hanger with roots and herbs : the hero coald 
not ncfw be recognised by any one, so sore had the days 
of his despair defeced him. As the storm came on, he 
awoke firom his stnpe&ction, and again felt his exist- 
ence and his woes, and saw the misery that had befal- 
len him. He raised a loud cry of lamentation for his 
children ; he tore his white hair ; and called ont, in the 
bellowing of the storm : ** Whither, whither are ye 
gone, ye parts of my heart ? And how is all strength 
departed from me, that I coold not even avenge yonr 
death ? Why did I hold back my arm, and did not send 
to death him who had given my heart these deadly 
stabs ? Ha, fool, thou deservest that the tyrant should 
mock thee, since thy powerless arm and thy silly heart 
wi^tood not the murderer. Now, O now were he 
with me ! But it is in vain to wish for vengeance, when 
the moment is gone by." 

llius came on the night, and Eckart wandered to 
and fro in his sorrow. From a distance he heard as it 
were a voice calling for help. Directing his steps by 
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the soundy he came up to a man in the darkness^ who 
was leamng on the stem of a tree, and monmfnUy en- 
treating to be guided to his road. Eckart started at 
the Yoice, for it seemed fisimiliar to him ; b^t he soon 
recovered, and perceived that the lost way&rer was thd 
Duke of Burgundy. Then he raised his hand to his 
sword, to cut down the man who had been the murder- 
er of his children ; his fury came on him with new 
force, and he was upon the point of finishing his bloody 
task, when all at once he stopped, for his oath and the 
wcnrd he had pledged came into his mind. He took his 
enemy's hand, and led him to the quarter where he 
thought the road must be. 

The Duke foredone and weary 

Sank in the wUderM brakes ; 
Him in the tempest dreary 

He on his shoulder takes. 

Said Burgundy : '^ I*m giving 

Much toil to thee, I fear.'' 
Eckart replied : '* The living 

On Earth have much to bear/' 

" Yet," sakl the Duke, '• believe me. 

Were we out of the wood, 
Since now thou dost relieve me, 

Thy sorrows I'll make good." 

The hero at this promise 

Felt on his cheek the tear ; 
Said he : *^ Indeed I nowise 

Do look for payment here.*^ 
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'•^ Haider our ^plight is growing,*' 

The Duke cries, dreading scath, 
" Now whither are we going ? ' 

Who art thou ? Art thou Death ?** 

4 

'^ Not Death," said he, still weeping, 

^* Or any fiend am I ; 
Thy life is in God*s keeping, 

Thy ways are in his eye.** 

*'*' Ah,** said the Duke, repenting, 

*''• My breast is foul within; 
I tremble, while lamenting. 

Lest God requite my sin. 

" My truest Mend Tve banish'd, 

His children have I slain,, 
in wrath from me he vanished, 

As foe he comes again. 

<' To me he was devoted. 

Through good report and bud ; 
My rights he still promoted. 
The truest man I had. 

*^^' Me he can never pardon, 
I killM his children dear ; 
This night, to pay my guerdon, 
I* th* wood he lurks, I fear. 

^<> This does my conscience teach me, 

A threatening voice within ; « 
If here to-night he reach me, 

I die a child of sin." 
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Said Eckart t '^ The b^guming 

Of our woes is guilt ; 
My grief is for thy sinning, 

And for the blood thoa*8t spilt. 

'^ And that the man will meet thee 

Is likewise sorely true ; 
Yet fear not, I entreat thee, 

He'll harm no hair of you.*' 

Thus were they going forward talking, when an- 
other person in the forest met tliem ; it was Wolfram, 
the Duke's Squire, who had long heen looking for his 
master. The dark night was still lying over them, and 
no star twinkled from between the wet black clouds. 
The Duke felt weaker, and longed to reach some lodg- 
ing, where he might sleep till day; besides, he was 
afindd that he might meet with Eckart, who stood like 
a spectre before his soul. He imagined he should never 
see the morning ; and shuddered anew when the wind 
again rustled through the high trees, and the storm 
came down from the hollows of the mountains, and 
went rushing over his head. " Wolfram," cried the 
Duke, in his anguish, << climb one of these tall pines, 
and look about if thou can'st spy no light, no house, or 
cottage, whither we may turn." 

The Squire, at the hazard of his life, clomb up a 
lofty pine, which the storm was waving from the one 
side to the other, and ever and anon bending down the 
top of it to the very ground ; so that the squire wavered 
to and fro upon it like a little squirrel. At last he 
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reached the top, and cried : << Down there, in the val- 
ley, I see the glimmer of a candle ; thither most we 
tnrn." So he descended and showed the way ; and in 
a while, they all perceiyed the cheerful light ; at which 
the Dtd^e once more took heart. Eckart still continued 
mate, and occnpied within himsdf ; he spoke no word, 
and looked at his inward thoughts. On arriying at the 
hut, they knocked ; and a little old housewife let them 
^in : as they entered, the stout Eckart set the Duke 
down from his shoulders, who threw himself inmiedi- 
ately upon his knees, and in a fervent prayer thanked 
God for his deliyerance. Eckart took his seat in a dark 
comer ; and there he found fast asleep the poor old man, 
who had lately told him of his great misery ahout his 
sons, and the search he was making for them. 

When the Duke had done praying, he said : " Very 
strange have my thoughts heen this night, and the 
goodness of Grod and his almighty power never showed 
themselves so openly before to my obdurate heart : my 
mind also tells me that I have not long to live ; and I 
desire nothing save that God would pardon me my ma- 
nifold and heavy sins. You two, also, who have led me 
hidier, I could wkh to recompense, so fo as in my 
power, brfore my end arrive. To thee, WoMram, I give 
both the castles that are on these hilk beside us ; and in 
fVctm«, in remembrance of this awful n^ht, thou ^ah 
call them the Tannenhauser, of Pine-hooses. But who 
art thou, strange man,*' continued he, " that bast placed 
tliyself there in the vtook, apart ? Come fordi, that I 
may also pay thee for thy toil." 
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Then rose the hero from his place. 
And stept into the light before them ; 
Deep lines of woe were on his f^ce. 
But with a patient mind he bore them. 

And Burgundy his heart forsook him. 
To see that mild old grey-hair*d man ; 
His &e? grew pale, a trembling took him. 
He swoonM and sank to earth again. 

'' O, saints of heaven," he wakes and cries, 
*' Is't thou that art before my eyes ? 
How shall I fly ? Where shall I hide me ? 
WasH thou that in the wood didst guide me ? 
I kUl'd thy children young and fair, 
Me in thy arms, how could'st thou bear * 

Thus Burgundy goes on to wail, 
And feels the heart within him faU ; 
Death is at hand, remorse pursues him, 
With streaming eyes he sinks on Eckart^s bosom. 
And Eckart whispers to him low : 
*' Henceforth I have £3rgot the slight, 
So thou and all the world may know, 
Eckart was still thy trusty knight/* 

Thus passed the hours till morning, when some 
other servants of the Duke arrived, and found tlieir 
dying master. They laid him on a mule and took him 
hack to his Castle. Eckart he could not su£Fer from his 
side ; he would often take his hand and press it to his 
breast, and look at him with an imploring look. Then 
Eckart would emhrace him, and speak a few kind words 
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to him, and so the Prince would feel composed. At 
last he summoned all bis Council, and declared to them 
that he appointed Eckart, the trusty man, to be guar- 
dian of his sons, seeing he had proved himself the no- 
blest of all. And thus he died. 

Thenceforward Eckart took on him the government 
with all zeal ; and every person in the land admired his 
high manly spirit. Not long afterwards a rumour spread 
abroad in all quarters, of a strange Musician, who had 
come from Venus' Hill, who was travelling through the 
whole land,,and seducing men with his playing, so that 
they disi^peared, and no one could find any traces of 
them. Many credited the story, others not ; Eckart 
recollected the unhappy old man. 

" I have taken you for my sons," said he to the 
young Princes, as he once stood with them on the hill 
before the Castle ; '^ your happiness must now be my 
posterity ; when dead, I shall still live in your joy.'* 
' They lay down on the slope, from which the fair 
country was visible for many a league ; and here Eck- 
art had to guard himself from speaking of his children ; 
for diey seemed as if coming towards him from the 
distant mountains, while lie heard afar off a lovely 
sound. 



^^ Comes it not like dreams 
Stealing o^er the vales and streams ? 
Out of regions far from this, 
Like the song of souls in bliss ?" 
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This to the youths did Bckart say. 

And caught the sound fironi (ax away ; 

And as the magic tones came nigher, 

A wicked strange desire 

Awakens in the breasts of these pure boys, 

That drives them forth to seek for unknown joys. 

^ Com«, let's to die fiekU, to the meadows and mountaini, 
The forests invite us, the streams and the fountains ; 
Soft voices in secret for loitering chide us. 
Away to the Garden of Pleasure they^U guide us.** 

The Player comes in foreign guise, 

Appears befi»e their wondering ey^ ; 

And higher swells the music's 8oun49 

And brighter glows tl^ie emerald grouncT; 

The flowers appear as drunk, 

Twilight red has on them sunk $ 

And through the green grass play, with airy lightness, 

Soft, fitful, blue and golden streaks of brightness. 

Like a shadow, melts and flits away 
All that bound men to this world of day ; 
In Earth all toil and tumult cease. 
Like one bright flower it blooms in peace ; 
The mountains rook in purple light, 
The valleys shout as with delight ; 
All rush and whirl in the music's noise, . 
And long to share of these offered joys ; 
The soul of man is allured to gladness, 
And lies entranced in that blissful madness. 

The trusty Eckart felt it. 

But wist not of the cause ; 
His heart the music melted, 

He wondered what it was. 

1 
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The world seems new and fairer, 

All blooming like the rose ; 
Can Eckart be a sharer 

In raptures such as those ? 

** Ha ! Are those tones restoring 

My wiie and bohny sons ? 
All that I was deploring, 
^ My lost beloved ones ?" * 

Yet soon his sense collected 

Brought doubt within his breast ; 
These hellish arts detected, 

A horror him possess'd. 

And now he sees the raging 

Of his young princes dear ; 
Themselves to Hell engaging. 

His voice no more they hear. 

And forth, in wild oommotiqn, 

Th^ rush, not knowing where ; 
In tumult like the ocean, 
, When mad his billows are. 

Then, as these things assail'd him, 

He wist not what to do ; 
His knighthood almost fail'd him 

Amid that hellish c 



Then to his soul appeareth 

The hour t^e Duke did die ; 
His friend's faint prayer he hearetb, 
He. sees his fading eye. 
' VOL. II. E 
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And 60 his mind^s in armour. 
And hope is conquering fear ; 

When see, the fiendish Charmer 
Himself comes piping near ! 

His sword to draw he essayeth, 
And smite the caitiff dead ; 

But as the music playeth, 
His strength is from him fled. 

And from the mountains issue 
Crowds of distorted forms, 

Of Dwarfs a boundless tissue 
Come simmering round in swarms. 

The youths, possessed, are running 
As frantic in the crowd : 

In vain is force or cunning ; 
In vain to call aloud. 

And hurries on by castle. 
By tower and town, the rout ; 

Like imps in hellish wassail, 
With cackling laugh and shout. 

He too is in the rabble ; 

May not resist their force. 
Must hear their deafening babble. 

Attend their frantic course. 

But now the Hill appearetb, 
And music comes thereout ; 

And as the Phantoms hear it. 
They halt, and raise a shout. 
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The Mounuun starts asunder, 

A motley crowd is seen ; 
This way and that they wander. 

In red unearthly sheen. 

Then his broad sword he drew it, 
And says : •' Still true, though lott !" 

And with mad force he heweth, 
Throu^ that Infernal host. 

His youths he sees (how gladly !) 

Escaping through the Tale ; 
The Fiends are fighting madly. 

And threatening to prevaiL 

The Dwarft, when hurt, fly downwaxd, 

< And rise up cured again ; 
And other crowds nuh onward^ 

And fight with might and nnain. 

Then saw he from a distance 

The children safe, and cried : 
«' They need not my assistance, 

I care not what betide.*' 

His good broad sword doth glitter 

And flash i* th* noontide ray ; 
The Dwarfs, with wailing bitter, 

And howls, depart away. 

Safe at the valley's ending. 

The youths far off he spies ; 
Then faint and .wounded, bending, 

The hero falls and dies. 
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So hit last hcmr o*erlook him. 
Fighting like lion bnve ; 

His truth, it Be*er forsook him. 
He was fiiithiiil to the grave. 

Now Eckart haTifig perish'd. 
The ddest son bore sway ; 

His memory still he cherish'd. 
With grateful heart would saj s 

<< From ibei and wreck to save me, 
I^e lion grim he fought $ 

My throne, my lifb, he gave me, 
And with his heart's bk>od bon|;^.*' 

And soon a wondrous rumour 
The country round did fill. 

That when a desperate humour 
Doth send one to the Hill, 

There straight a Shape will meet him. 
The Trusty Eckart's g^t. 

And wistfully entreat him 
To turn, and not be lost. 

There he, though dead, yet ever 
True watdi and ward doth hold ; 

Upon the £arth shall never 
Be man so true and bold. 
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PART SECOND. 



Mors than four centuries had ekpsed«mee the tnistf 
Eckart's death, when a nohle Tannenlduisery m the 
station of Imperial CoanselTor, was liying at Conrt in 
the highest estimation. The son of this knight sm:paB8* 
ed in heanty all the other nobles of the land, and on 
this acconnt was loved and prized hy every one. Sod* 
denly, however, after some mysterious incidents had 
been observed to hiqipen him, the young man daa«p» 
peared ; and no one knew or guessed what was become 
of him. Since the times of the Trusty Eckart, there 
had always been a stcny current in the land about 
die Venus-Hill ; and many said that he had wandered 
tlutha*, and was lost for ever. 

One of those that most lamented him was his young 
friend Friedrich von Wol^burg. They had grown up 
together, and their mutual attadunent seemed to each 
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of them to bave become a necesMiy of life. Tumen* 
hanaer's old father died : Friedrich married some years 
afterwards ; akeady was a ring of merry children round 
him^ and still he heard no tidings of his yontlifnl friend ; 
so thaty in the end^ he was forced to conclude him 
dead. 

He was standing one evening under the gate of his 
Castle> when he perceived afar off a pilgrim trayelUng 
towards the mansion. The wayfieuing man was dad in 
a strange garb ; and bis gait and gestures the Knigfat 
thonght extremely singular. On his i^proaching near- 
er, Wolfsburg thought that he knew him ; and at last he 
became convinced that the stranger was no other than 
his long-lost friend, the Tannenhauser. He felt amased, 
and a secret horror took pomession of him, as he re- 
cognised distinctly the^ much-altered features. 

The two friends embraced ; then started back next 
moment ; and gassed astonished at each other as at 
unknown beings. Of questions, of perplexed replies, 
were many. Friedrich often shuddered at the wild 
look of his friend, which seemed to bum as with un- 
earthly light. The Tannenhauser had reposed him«> 
self a day or two, when Friedrich learned that he was 
<m a pilgrimage to Rome. 

The two friends by and by renewed their former 
intimacy ; took up their old topics, and told stories 
to each other of their youth ; but the Tannenhanstt* 
always careftiUy concealed wha« he had been since 
then. Friedrich, however, pressed him to disclose it» 
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BOW that they were oooe more <Hi their aneieiit confi- 
dential footing ; the other long endeayonred to ward off 
the friendly prayer ; hut at last he exclaimed : *' Well» 
he it so ; thy will he done I Thou'shalt know all ; hut 
cast no reproaches on me after^ should the story fill 
thee with inquietude and horror." 

They went into the open air, and walked a little in 
a green wood of the pleasure-grounds, where at last 
they sat down ; and now ihe Tannenhauser hid his 
hee among the grass, and, with loud sohs, held hack 
his right hand to his friend, who pressed it tenderly in 
his. The woe-worn pilgnm raised himself, and hegan 
his story in the following words : 

<< Believe me, Wolfehurg, many a man has, at his hxrth, 
an EtO Spirit linked to him, that vexes him through life, 
and never lets him rest, till he has reached his hladc des- 
tination. So has it heen with me ; my whole existence 
has heen hut a continuing hirth-pain, and my awalcen- 
ing will he in HeU. For tills have I already wandered 
so many weary steps, and have so many yet hefore me 
on th^ pilgrimage which I am making to the Holy Fa- 
ther, that I may endeavour to obtain forgiveness at 
Rome. In his presence will I lay down the heavy hur- 
den of my sins ; or fall beneath it, and die despairing." 

Friedrich attempted to console him, but the Tannen* 
hauser seemed to pay little heed to what he said ; and, 
af^r a short while, he proceeded in the following words : 
<< There is an old legend of a Knight who is said to 
have lived many centuries ago, under the name of the 
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Tn»ty Edort. They tell how, in those days, a M«- 
sicini iflsned fimn some marrellous Hill ; and, by his 
magic tones, awc^ in the hearts of all that heard him 
so deep a kmging, vach wild wishes, that he led them 
iirenstibly al<mg with hia imnic, and £Bfced them to 
rash in with him to the Hill. Hell had then opened 
wide her gates to poor mortals, and enlioed them in 
with sedaetiYe mnsic In boyhood I often heard this 
stcory, and at first without particularly mincBng it $ yet 
ere long it so took hold of me, that all Nature, evary 
sound, erery flower, recalled to me the story of these 
heart«snbduing tones. I cannot tell thee-what a sad* 
ness, what an unutterable longing' used to seiee me, 
idien I looked <m the driving of the clouds, and saw 
the light lordly blue peming out between them ; or 
what remembrances the meadows and the woods would 
awaken in my deepest heart Oftentimes the loveliness 
and ftiibiess of royal Nature so affected me, that I 
stretched out my arms, as if to fly away with wings ; 
that I might pour myself out like the Spint of Nature 
over mountain aild valley ; that I might brood over 
grass and forest, and inhale the riches of her blessed- 
ness. And if by day the free landscape charmed me, 
by night dark dreaming fantasies tormented me ; and 
set themselves in louring grimness before me, as if 
to shut up my path of life for ever. Above all, thare 
was one dream that left an ineffiM^eable impression on 
my feelings, though I never could distinctly call the 
forms of it to memory. Methonght there was a vast 
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tsmiilt in the streets ; I heard coniiised uninleHigiUe 
speakiiig ; it was dark night ; I vmat to my pareots* 
house ; none but my Mber was there, and he sisk* 
Next momuig I clasped my parents in my arms, and 
pressed them with melting tenderness to my hreast, as 
if some hostile power had been about to tear them from 
me. ' Am I to lose thee ?' said I to my father. < Oh I 
how wretched and lonely were I without thee in this 
world r They tried to comfort me, bnt conld not wipe 
away the dim image from my remembrance. 

<< I grew older, still keeping myself iqmrt from other 
boys of my age. I often roamed solitary throngfa the 
fidds : and it happened one mOTning, in my rambles, 
that I had lost my way ; and so was wand^ing to and fro 
in a thick wood, not knowing whither to torn. After 
long seeking vainly for a road,I at last on a sadden came 
npon an iron-grated fence, within which lay a garden. 
Through the bars, I saw hoc shady walks" before me ; 
frnit-^rees and flowers ; and close by me were rose- 
bushes glittering in Uie sim. A nameless longing f<Hr 
these roses seized me ; I conld not help railing on ; 
I pressed myself by force through between the bars, 
and was now standing in the gardeD. Immediately I 
sank on my knees ; clasped the bushes in my arms ; 
kissed the'roses on their red lips, and melted intoteais. 
I had knelt a while, absorbed in a sort of rapture, when 
th&ce came two maidens through the alleys ; the one of 
my own years, the other elder. I awoke ftom my 
trance, to fall into a higher ecstacy; My eye lighted 
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<« the yoangery and I feh at this moment as if all my 
imknown woe was healed. They took me to the 
house ; their parents^ having learned my name> sent no- 
tice to my father, who, in the eyening, came, himself, 
and brought me back. 

<< From this day, the uncertain current of my life 
had got a fixed direction ; my thoughts for ever hasten- 
ed back to the castle and the maiden ; for here, it 
seemed to me, was the home of all my wishes. I for- 
got my customary pleasures, I forsook my playmates, 
and often visited the garden, the castle, and Emma. 
Here I had, in a little time, grown, as it were, an 
inmate of the house, so that they no longer thought it 
atrange to see me ; and Emma was becoming dearer 
to me every day. Thus passed my hours ; and a ten- 
derness had taken my heart captive, though I myself 
was not aware of it. My whole destination seemed to 
me fulfilled ; I had no wish but still to come again ; 
and when I went away, to have the same prospect for 
the morrow. 

<< Matters were in this state, when a young knight 
became acquainted m the family ; he was a friend of 
my parents ; and he soon, like me, attached himself to 
Emma. I hated him, from that moment, as my deadly 
enemy ; but nothing can describe my feelings, when I 
fieuicied I perceived that Emma liked him more Uian 
me. From this hour, it was as if the music, which had 
hitherto accompanied me, went silent in my bosom. I 
meditated but on death and hatred ; wild thoughts now 
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awoke in my breast, when Emma sang her well«known 
songs to her lute. Nor did I hide the ayersion which 
I felt ; and when my parents tried to reason and re« 
monstrate with me, I grew fierce and contradictory. 

'' I now roFed about the woods and rocky wastes, 
infuriated against myself. The death of my rival was 
a thing I had determined on. The young knight, after 
some few months, made a formal offer of himself to the 
parents of my mistress, and she was betrothed to him. 
All that was rare and beautiful in Nature, all that had 
diarmed me in her magnificence, had been tmited in 
my soul with Emma's image ; I fancied, knew, or wish- 
ed for no other happiness but Emma ; nay, I had wil* 
fully determined that the day, whichbrought the loss of 
her, should also bring my own destruction. 

'< My parents sorrowed in heart at such perversion; 
my mother had fallen sick, but I paid no heed to this ; 
her situation gave me little trouble, and I saw her sel« 
dom. The wedding-day of my enemy was coming on ; 
and with its approach increased the agony of mind 
which drove me over woods and mountains. I execrated 
Emma and myself with the most horrid curses. At this 
time I had no friend ; no man wotdd take any charge 
of me, for all had given me up for lost. 

<< The fearful marriage-eve came on. I had wander- 
ed deep among the cliffs, I heard the rushing of the 
forest-streams below; I often shuddered at myself. 
When the morning came, I saw my enen^y proceeding 
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down the ndoiintams : I assailed bim with injtuioas 
ispeeches ; he implied ; we drew our swords, and he soon 
fell beneath my forions strokes. 

<< I hastened on> not looking after him, but his at- 
tendants took the corpse away. At night, I hovered 
Tonnd the dwelling which enclosed my Emma; and a 
few days afterwards, I heard in the neighbouring clois- 
ter the sound of the ftm^ral-bell, and the grave-song of 
the nuns. I inquired ; and was told that Fratdein Emmay 
out of sorrow for her bridegroom's death, was dead. 

<< I could stay no longer ; I doubted whether I was 
living, whether it was all truth or not. I hastened back 
^to my parents ; and came next night, at a late hour, to 
the town where they lived. Here all was in confusion ; 
horses and military waggons filled the streets, soldiers 
were jostling one another this way and that, and speak- 
ing in disordered haste : the Emperor was on Uie point 
of undertaking a campaign against his enemies. A so- 
litary light was burning in my father's house when I 
entered ; a strangling oppression lay npon my breast. 
As I knocked, my father himielf, with slow, thougbt- 
fcd steps, advanced to meet me ; and immediately I 
recollected the old dream of my childhood ; and felt, 
with cutting emotion, that now it was receiving its ftd- 
fihnent. In perplexity, I asked : « Why, are you up 
so late. Father ?' He led me in, and said : < I may 
well be up, for thy mother is even now dead.' 

" His words struck through my soul like thunderbolts. 
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He Xo€k a seat with a mediti^ve atr ; I sat down be-r 
side him. The corpse was lying in a bed^^and strange'* 
ly wound in linen. My heart was like to bnrst. * I 
wake here/ said the cdd man, < for my wife is still sit- 
^g by me.' My senses failed ; I fixed my eyes upon a 
comer ; imd, after a little while, there rose, as it were, a 
vapour ; it mounted mid wavo^d ; and the well-known 
figure of my mother gathered itself risibly ti^ther from 
the midst of it, and looked at me with an eam^ mien. 
I wished to go, but I could not ; for the form of my 
mother beckoned to me, and my father held me in huT 
arms, and whispered to me, in a low voice : ' She died 
of grief for thee.' I embraced him with a childlike 
tran^ort of affection ; I poured burning tears on hia 
Ineast. He kissed me ; and I shuddered ; for his lips, 
as they touched me, were cold, like the lips of one 
dead. < How art thou. Father?' cried I, in horror. He 
writhed painfully together, and made no reply. In a 
few moments, I felt him growing colder ; I laid my 
hand on his heart, but it was still ; and, in wailing 
delirium, I held the body fost clasped in my embrace. 

*^ As it were a gleam, like the first streak of dawn, 
went through the dark room ; and bdiold, the spirit ^f 
my fisLther sat beside my mother's form ; and bo^ loob« 
ed at me compassionately, as I held die dear corpse in 
my arms. After this, my amsdousness was over s 
eidhausted and delirious, the servants found me next 
morning in the chamber of the dead." 

So far the Taanenluuiser had proceeded with bis nar- 
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ratiTe : Friedrich was list^iiiig to him with the deepest 
astonishment, when all on a sudden he broke off, and 
paused with an expression of the keenest pain. Frie- 
drich felt embarrassed and immersed in thought ; they 
both returned in company to the Castle, but staid in 
the same room i^art from others. 

'' The Tannenhauser had kept silence for awhile, then 
he again began : *< The rememlnrance of those hours 
still agitates me deeply ; I understand not how I have 
surviyed them. The world, and its life, now appeared 
to me as if dead and utterly desolate ; wiUiout Ihoughts 
or wishes I lived on from day to day. I then became 
acquainted with a set of wild young people ; and en- 
deavoured, in the whirl of pleasure and intoxication, to 
lay the tumultuous Evil Spirit that was in me. My an- 
cient burning impatience again awoke ; and I could no 
longer understand myself or my wishes. A debauchee, 
nam^ Rudolf, had become my confident ; he, however, 
always laughed to scorn my longings and complaints. 
About a year had passed in this way, when my misery 
of spirit rose to desperation Vthere was something drove 
me onwards, onwards, into unknown space ; I could 
have dashed myself down from the high mountains into 
the glowing green of the meadows, into the cool rush- 
ing of Uie waters, to slake the burning thirst, to stay 
the insatiability of my soul : I longed for annihilation ; 
and again, like golden morning clouds, did hope and 
love of life arise before me, and -entice me on. The 
thought then struck me, that Hell was hungering for 
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me, and was sending me my sorrows as well as my 
pleasures to destroyme ; that some malignant Spirit was 
directingall the powers of mysoulto the Infernal Abode; 
and leading me, as with a bridle, to my doom. And I 
surrendered to him ; that so these torments, these alter- 
nating raptures and agonies, might leave me. In the daric- 
est night, I mounted a lofty hill ; and called on the 
Enemy of God and man, with all the energies of my 
heart, so that I felt he would be forced to hear me. 
My words brought him : he stood suddenly before me^ 
and I Mi no horror. Then in talking with him, the be* 
lief in that strange Hill again arose within me ; and he 
taught me a Song, which of itself would lead me by the 
straight road thither. He disappeared, and for the first 
tinie since I had begun to live, I was alone with my- 
self ; for I now understood my wandering thoughts, 
which rushed as from a centre to find out another 
world. I set forth on my journey; and the Song, 
which I sang with a loud voice, led me over, strange de- 
serts ; but all other things besides myself I had foigot- 
ten. There v^as something tarrying me, as on the strong 
wings of desire to my home : I wished to escape thesha- 
dow which, amid the sunshine, threatens us ; the wild 
tones which, amid the softest music, chide us. So tra- 
velling on, I reached the Mountain, one night when the 
moon was shiningfaintly from behind dim clouds. I pro- 
ceeded with my Song; and a giant form stood by ne, 
and beckoned me back with his staff. I went nearer : 
^ I am the Trusty Eckart,' said the superhuman figure ; 
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< by 6,od's goodnees, I am placed here as watchmaB, 
to warn men back from their sinful rashness.'-^! press- 
ed through. 

<< My path was now as in a subterraneous mine. The 
passage was so narrow, that I had to pres^ myself 
along; I caught the gurgling of hidden waters; I 
heard spirits forming ore, and gold and silver, to entice 
the soul of man ; I found here concealed and aeparate 
the deep sounds and tones from which earthly music 
springs : the farther I went, the more did there fall, as 
it were, a veil firom my sight. 

** I rested, and saw other forms of men come gliding 
towards me ; my friend Rudolf was among the num- 
ber. I could not understand how they were to pass me, 
* so narrow was the way ; but they went along, through 
the middle of the rock, without perceiying me. 

** Anon I heard the sound of music ; but music altoge- 
ther different from any that had ever struck my ear be- 
f<Nre. My thoughts within me strove towards the notes : 
I came into an open space ; and strange radiant colours 
glittered on me torn every side. This it was that I 
had always been in search of. Close to my heart I felt 
the presence of the long-sought, now-discovered gloryi 
and its ravidunents thrilled into me with all thmr 
power. And then the whole crowd of jocund Pagan 
gods came forth to meet me. Lady Venus at their h^i 
and fdl saluted me. They have been banished thither 
by the power of the Almighty ; their worship is abo* 
6 
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liflhed from the Earth ; and now they work upon hb 
from ihdr concealment. 

<< All pleasures that Earth affords, I here possessed 
and partook of in ^ir fullest bloom ; insatiable was 
my heart, and endless my enjoyment. The famed Beau- 
ties of the ancient world were present ; what my thou^t 
coveted was mine ; one delirium of rapture was follow- 
ed by another ; and day after day, the world appeared 
to bum round me in more glorious hues. Streams cif 
the richest wine allayed my fierce thirst ; and beauteous 
' fonnB sported in the air, and soft eyes ini^ted me ; tr- 
ponrs rose enchanting around my head : as if from Ibe 
inmost heart of blissful Nature, came a music, and cooled 
with its fresh waves the wild tumult oi desire ; and a 
horror, that glided faint and secret ovw the rose^eldSi 
heightened the delicious revel. How many years pass- 
ed over me in this abode I know not : for here there 
was no time, and no distinctions; the flowers here 
glowed with the charms of women ; and in the forms 
of the women bloomed the magic of flowers ; colours 
here had another language ; the whole world of sense 
was bound tc^ther into one blossom, and the spirits 
within it for erer held their rejoicing. 

** Now, how it happ^ied^ I can ueither say nor com- 
prehend : but so it was, that in all this pomp of sin, a 
love of rest, a Icmging for the old innocent Earth, with 
her scanty joys, took hold of me here, as keenly as of 
old the impulse which had driven me hither. I was 

vot. II. F 
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again drawn on to live that life which men^ in their im-. 
consciousness, go on leading : I was sated iHth this 
splendour, and gladly sought my former home once 
more. An unspeakable grace of the Almighty pamit- 
ted my return ; I found myself suddenly again in the 
world ; and now it is my intention to pour out my 
guilty breast before the chair of our Holy Father in 
Rome ; that so he may forgive me, and I may again be 
reckoned among men.'' 
' The Tannenhauser ceased ; and Friedricbi long viewed 
him with an investigating look, then to<^ his hand, 
and said : " I .cannot yet recover from my wonder, 
nor can I understand thy narrative ; for it is impos- 
sible that all thou hast told me can be aught but.an 
imagination. Emma still lives, she is my wife ; thou 
and I never quairelled, or hated one another, as thou 
thinkest : yet before our marriage, thou wert gone on 
a sudden from the neighbourhood ; nor didst thou ever 
tell me, by a single hint, that Emma was dear to thee." 

Hereupon he took the bewildered Tannenliauser by 
the hand, and led him into another room to his wife, who 
had just then returned from a visit to her sister, which 
had kept her for the last few days from home. The 
Tannenhauser spoke not, and seemed immersed, in 
thought ; he viewed in silence the form and face of the 
lady, then shook his head, and said : << By Heav^ 
that.is.^the strangest incident of all V* 

Friedrich, with precision and connectedness, related 
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all tint had befiftHoi him since that time ; and tiried to 
make his friend perceive that it had heen some singu- 
lar madness which had, in the meanwhile, harassed 
him. ^^ I know very well how it stands," exclaimed 
the Tannenhanser. << It ia now that I am crazy ; and 
Hell has cast this juggling show before me, that I may 
not go to Rome, and seek the pardon of my sins.*' 

Enmia tried to bring his childhood to his recollec- 
tion, but the Tannenhanser would not be persuaded. 
He speedily set out on his journey ; that he might the 
sooner get his absolution from the Pope. 

Friedrich and Emma often spoke of. the mysterious 
pilgrim; Some months had gone by, when the Tan- 
nenhanser, pale and wasted, in a tattered pilgrim's 
dress, and barefoot, one morning entered Friedrich's 
chamber, while the latter was in bed asleep. He kiss- 
ed his lips, and then said, in breathless haste : '^ The 
Holy Father cannot, and will not forgive me ; I must 
back to my old dwelling.*' And with this he went hur- 
riedly away. 

Friedrich roused himself; but the ill-fated pilgrim 
was already gone. He went to his lady's room ; and her 
maids rushed out to meet him, crying that the Tannen- 
hanser had pressed into the apartment early in the morn- 
ing, with the words : " She shall not obstruct me in my 
course I"— Emma was lying murdered. 

Friedrich had not yet recalled his thoughts, when a 
horror came over him : he could not rest ; he ran into 
the open air. They wished to keep him back ; but he 
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told them that the pilgrim had kissed his lips, and that 
the kiss was burning him till he found the man again* 
And so, with inconceivable rapidity, he ran away to 
seek the Tannenhauser, and the mysterious Hill ; and, 
since that day, he was nerer seen any more. People 
say, that whoerer gets a kiss from any emissary of the 
Hill, is thenc^rth unaUe to withstand the lure that 
draws him with magic force into the subterraneous 
diasm. 
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III. 
THE RUNENBERG. 



A YOUNG hunter was sitting in the heart of the 
Mountains, in a thonghtfiil mood, beside his fowling* 
floor, while the noise of the waters and the woods 
was sounding through the solitude. He was musing 
on his destiny; how he was so young, and had for- 
saken his father and mother, and accustomed home, 
and all his comrades in his native village, to seek out 
new acquaintances, to escape from the circle of return- 
ing habitude ; and he looked up with a sort of surprise 
that he was here, that he found himself in this valley, 
in this employment. Great clouds were passing over 
him, and sinking behind the mountains ; birds were 
singing from the bushes, and an echo was replying to 
them. He slowly descended the hill ; and seated him- 
self on the margin of a brook, that was gushing down 
among the rocks with foamy murmur. He listened to 
the fitful melody of the water ; and it seemed to him as 
if ike waves were sa^g to him, in unintdligible words, 
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a thousand things that concerned him nearly; and he 
felt an inward tronhle that he could not nndetstand 
their speeches. Then again he looked aloft, and thought 
that he was glad and happy ; so he took new heart, and 
sang aloud this hunting soDig : 

Blithe and cheery tiuough the mountauis 

Goes the huntsman to the chace. 
By the lonesome shady fountains, 

IMll he finds the red-deer*s trace. 

Hark ! his trusty dogs are haying 

Through the bright green solitude ; 
Through the groves the horns are playing : 

O, thou merry gay green wood I 

In seme dell, when luck hath blest him. 
And his shot hath stretch*d the deer. 

Lies he down, content, to rest him. 
While the brooks are murmuring clear. 

4 

Leave the husbandman his sowing. 

Let the shipman sail the sea ; 
None, when bright the mom Is glowing. 

Sees its red BO fidr as he, 

Wood, and wold, and game that prizes. 

While Diana loves his art ; 
And, at last, some bright face rises : 

Happy huntsman that thou art ! 

Whilst he sung, the sun had sunk deeper, and broad 
shadows fell across the narrow ^en. A cooling twi- 
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ligiit glided oTer the groimd ; and now only the tops 
of the treeS) and the round snmmits of the mountains, 
were gilded hy the glow of eyening. Christian's heart 
grew sadder and sadder : he could not think of going 
back to his bird-fold, and yet he could not stay ; he felt 
himself alone, and longed to meet with men. He now 
remembered with regret those old books, which he used 
to see at home, and would never read, often as his father 
had advised him to it : the habitation of his childhood 
came before him, his sports with the youth of the Tillage*, 
his acquaintances among the children, the school that 
had afflicted him so much ; and he wished he were again 
amid these scenes, which he had wilfully forsaken, to 
seek his fortune in unknown regions, in the moimtuns, 
among strange people, in a new employment. Mean- 
while it grew darker ; and the brOok rushed louder ; and 
the birds of nig^t b^an to shoot, with fitful wing, along 
their mazy courses. Christian still sat disconsolate, 
and immersed in sad reflection ; he was like to weep, 
and altogether undecided what to do or purpose. Un- 
thinkingly, he pidled a straggling root from the earth ; 
and on the instant, heard, with afiright, a stifled moan 
under ground, which winded downwards in doleful 
tones, and died plaintively away in the deep distance. 
The sound went through his inmost heart: it seized 
him as if he had unwittingly touched the wound, of which 
the dying frame of Nature was expiring in its agony. 
He started up to fly ; for he had akeady heard of the 
mysterious mandrake-root, which, fi^n torn, yields 
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such heart-rending moans, that the person ^o has hart 
it nma distracted by its wailing. As he tamed to go, a 
stranger man was standing at his back, who looked at 
him with a friendly coontenance, and asked him whi- 
tlier he was going. Christian had been Imiging for 
society, and yet he started in alarm at tins friendly pre- 



^ Whither so hat?'' said the stranger again. 

The yoong banter made an effort to cdlect himself, 
and told how all at once the soHtade had seemed so 
frightfol to him, he had meant to get away; the ey«i- 
ing was so dark, the green shades of the wood so dreary, 
the iHTook seemed uttering lamentations, and his long- 
ing drew him over to the other side of the hills. 

** You are but young," said the stranger, ** and cai^ 
not yet endure the rigour of solitude : I will accom- 
pany you, for you will £nd no house or hamlet withm 
a league of this ; and in the way we may talk, and tell 
each other tales, and so your sad thoughts will leave 
you : in an hour the moon will rise behind the hifls ; its 
light also will help to diase away the darkness of your 
mind." 

They went along, and the stranger soon appeared to 
Christian as if he had been an oM acquaintance. <<Who 
are you?" said the man ; ^< by your speech I hear that 
you belong not to this port." 

<< Ah 1" replied the other, ^< upon this I could say 
much, and yet it is not worth the telling you, or talk- 
ing of. There was something dragged me, with a foreign 
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force, from the cirde of my parents and relations ; my 
spiiit was not master of itself : like a bird which is ta- 
ken in a net, and stmggles to no pmpose, so my sonl 
was medied in strange imaginations and desires. We 
dwelt far hence, in a plain, where ail romid yon conld 
see no hiU, scarce even a height : few trees adorned the 
green level ; bnt meadows, fertile corn-fields, gardeiM 
stretched away as far as the eye cotdd reach ; and a 
broad river glittered like a potent spirit through the 
midst of them. My father was gardener to a nobleman, 
and meant to breed me to the same employment. He 
delighted in plants and flowers beyond anght else, and 
conld nnweariedly pass day by day in watching them 
and tending them. Nay, he went so far as to maintahi, 
that he conld almost speak with them ; ^t he got 
knowledge from their growth and spreadmg, as well 
as from iJie varied form and colonr of their leaves. To 
me, however, gardening was a tires<Hne occupation ; and 
the more so that my fi&ther kept persuading me to take 
it up, or even attempted to compel me to it with threats. 
I wished to be a fisherman, and tried that business for 
a time ; but a life on the waters would not suit me : 
I was then apprenticed to a tradesman in the town ; 
but soon came home from this employment also. My 
ftrther happened to be talking of the Mountains^ which 
he had travelled over in his youth ; of the subterranean 
mines and their workmen ; of hunters and their occu- 
pation : and that instant, there arose in me the most 
decided wish ; the feeling that ^t l^ist I had found out 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



90 LUDWIO TIECK. 

the way of Hfe, whidi would entirely fit me. Day and 
nigfat I meditated on the matter ; represenlang to my- 
self high momitains, chasms^ and pine forests : my ima- 
gination shaped wild rocks ; I heard the tm;nidt of the 
chase, the horns, the cry of the hounds and the game ; 
all my dreams were filled with these things, and they 
left me neither peace nor rest any more. The plain, 
onr patron's castle, and my fitther's litUe hampered 
garden, with its trimmed flower-heds ; onr narrow dwell- 
ing ; the wide sky which stretched above ns in its dreary 
vastness, embracing no hill, no lofty mountain, all be- 
came more dull and odious to me. It seemed as if ^ 
people about me were living in most lamentable igno- 
rance ; that every one of them wotdd think and long as 
I did, should the feeling of their wretchedness but once 
arise within their souls. Thus did I bait my heart with 
restless foncies ; till one morning I resolved on leaving 
my father*^ house directly, and for ever. In a book, I had 
foimd some notice of the nearest mountains ; some charts 
of the neighbouring districts, and by them I shaped my 
course. It was early in spring, and I felt myself cheer- 
ful, and altogether light of heart. I hastened on, to get 
away the faster from the level country: and one evening, 
in the distance, I descried the dim outline of the Moun- 
tains, lying on the sky before me. I could scarcely sleep 
in my inn, so impatient did I feel to have my foot upon 
the region which I regarded as my home : with the ear- 
liest dawn I was awake, and again in motion. By the 
afternoon, I had got among my beloved hills ; and here, 
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M if intojdcaled, I went on, then stopped a wUle^ kx^- 
ed back ; and drank, as in inspiring drangfats, the aspect 
of these foreign, yet well-known objects. Ere long, the 
plain was ont of sight ; the forest streams were rush- 
ing down to meet me ; the oaks and beeches sounded 
to me from their steep precipices with warering boughs ; 
my path led me by the edge (tf dizzy abysses ; blue hills 
were standing yast and^olemn in the distance. Anew 
world was opened to me ; I was never weary. Thns» 
after some days, having roamed over great part of the 
Mountains, I reached the dwelling of an old forester, 
who consented, at my urgent request, to take me in, 
and instruct me in the business of the chase. It is now 
three months since I entered his service. I took pos- 
session of the district where I was to live, as of my 
kingdom. I got acquainted with every cliff and dell 
among the mountains ; in my occupation, when at dawn 
of day we moved to the forest, when felling trees in 
the wood, when practising my fowling-piece, or train- 
iDg my trusty attendants, our dogs, to do their feats, I 
felt completely happy. But for the last eight days I 
have staid up here at the fowling-flpor, in ihe loneliest 
quarter of the bills ; and to-night I grew so sad as I was 
never in my life before ; I seemed so lost, so utterly 
unhiq>py ; and even yet I cannot shake aside that me- 
lancholy humour." 

The stranger had listened with attention, while ^y 
both wandered on through a dark aUey of the wood. 
They now came out into the open country, and the 
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light of the moon, idiidi was standing with its horns 
over the summit of the hill, sahited them like a friend. 
In iindistingoishable forms, and many s^wgated masses, 
which the pale gleam again perplexingly comlmied, lay 
the cleft mountain-range hefore Ihem; in the hack- 
gromid a steep hill, on the top of which an antique 
weathered min rose ghastly in the wlnte light. << Onr 
roads part h^e," said the stranger ; ^ I am going down 
into this hollow ; there, hy that old nikie-shaft, is my 
dwelling : the metal ores are my neigfahotms ; the mine 
streams tell me wonders in the night ; thi^r thou 
canst not follow me. But look, there stands^ Ru- 
nenherg, with its wild ragged walls ; howheautirahund 
alluring the grim old rock looks down on us ! Wer 
thou noTer there ?" 

*« Never," said the hunter. " Once I heard my old 
forester relating strange stories of ^t hill, whidi I, 
like a fool, have forgotten ; only I remember that my 
mind that night was foil of dread and unearthly nodons. 
I could like to mount the hill some time ; for ihe ce^ 
lours there are of the fairest, the grass must be yer^ 
green, the world around one very strange ; who knows, 
too, but one might chance to find some curious relic of 
the ancient time up th^« ?" 

« You could scarcely ftdl," replied the stranger : 

" whoever knows how to seek, whoever feels his heart 

^ drawn towards it with a right inward longing, will find 

friends of former ages there, and glorious things, and 

all that he wishes most." With these words the stran- 
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ger rapidly descended to a side, without Indding hiscom- 
panioa farewell ; he soon vanished in the tangles of the 
thicket^ and after some few instants^ the sound of his 
footsteps also died away. The young hunter did not feel 
surprised, he but went on with quicks speed towards 
the Runenberg: thither all things seemed to beckon 
him ; the stars were shining towards it ; the moon point- 
ed out as it were a bright road to the ruins ; light clouds 
rose up to them ; and from the depths, the waters and 
sounding woods spoke new courage into him. His stqM ^ 
were as if winged ; his heart throbbed ; he felt so great 
a joy within him, that it rose to pain. He came into 
pla<»8 he had never seen before ; the rocks grew 
steeper ; the green disappeared ; the bald cli£& called 
to him, as with angry voices, and a lone moaning wind 
drove him on before it. Thus he hurried forward with- 
out pause ; and late after midnight he came upon a 
narrow footpath, which ran along by the brink of an 
abyss. He heeded not the depth winch yawned be- 
neath, and threatened to swallow him for ever ; so keen- 
ly was he driven along by wild imaginations and vague 
wishes. At last his perilous track led him close by a 
higb waU, which seemed to lose itself in the clouds ; the 
path grew narrower every step ; and Christian had to 
cling by projecting stones to keep himself from rushing 
down into Ibe gulf. Ere long, he could get no ferther ; 
his path ended underneath a window : be was obliged 
to pause, and knew not whether he should turn or stay. 
Suddenly he saw a light, which seemed to move with- 
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in the ntined edifice. He looked towards the gleam ; 
and found that he could see into an ancient spadous 
hall, strangely decorated, and glittering in manifold 
splendour, with multitudes of precious stones and crys- 
tals, the hues of which played through each other in 
mysterious changes, as the light moved to and fro ; and 
this was in the hand of a stately female, who kept walk- 
ing with a thoughtful aspect up and down the apart- 
ment. She seemed of a different race from mortals ; 
90 large, so strong was her form, so earnest her look ; 
yet the enraptured huntsman thought he had never 
seen or fiancied such surpassing^ heauty. He trembled, 
yet secretly wished she might come near the window 
and observe him. At last she sU^ped ; set down the 
light on a crystal table ; looked aloft, and sang with a 
piercing voice : 

What can the Ancient keep 
That they come not at my call ? 
The crystal pillara weep, 
From the diamonds on the wall 
The trickling tear-drops fall ; 
And within is heard a moan, 
A chiding fitful tone : 
In these waves of brightness. 
Lovely changeful lightness. 
Has the Shape been form'd. 
By which the soul is charm*d. 
And the longing heart is warm*d. 
Come, ye Spirits, at my call. 
Haste ye to the Golden Hall ; 
Raise, from your abys&es gloomy, 
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Ueadi that tpnrkle ; fMter 

Come, ye Andent Ones, come to, me ! 

Let your power be master 

Of the longing hearts and souls, 

Where the flood of passion rolls. 

Let your power be matter I 

On finishing the song, she began undressing ; laying 
her apparel in a costly press. First, she took a goldan 
yeil from her head ; and her long black hair streamed 
down in curling fulness over her loins : then she loosed 
her bosom-dress ; and the youth forgot himself and all 
the world, in gazing at that more than earthly beauty. 
He scarcely dared to breathe, as by degrees she laid 
aside her odier garments : at las| she walked about the 
chamber naked ; and her heavy waving locks formed 
round her, as it were, a dark billowy sea, out of winch, 
like marble, the glancing limbs of her form beamed 
forth, in alternating splendour/ After a while, she went 
forward to another golden press ; and took from it a 
tablet, glittering with many inlaid stones, rubies, dia- 
monds, and all kinds of jewels ; and viewed it long with 
an investigating look. The tablet seemed to form a 
ste'ange inexplicable figure, fr^om its individual lines 
and colours ; sometimes, when the glance of it came 
towards the hunter, he was painfully dazzled by it ; 
then, again, soft green and blue playing over it, refresh- 
ed his eye : he stood, however, devouring the objects 
with his looks, and at the same time sunk in deep 
thought. Within his soul, an abyss of forms and har- 
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mony, of longing and vohiptaoiiBness, was opened : 
hosts of winged tones, and sad and joyful melodies 
flew through his spirit, which was moved to its foun- 
dations : he saw a world of Pain and Hope arise within 
him ; strong towering crags of Trost and defiant Confi- 
dence, and deep rivers of Sadness flowing hy. He no 
l<»iger knew himself: and he started as the &ir woman 
<^ned the window ; handed him the magic tablet of 
stones, and spoke these words : ^< Take this in memory 
of me r* He caught the tablet ; and felt the figm*e, winch, 
moseen, at once went through his inmost heart ; and 
the light, and the fiftir woman, and the wondrous hall, 
had disappeared. As it were, a dark night, with cur- 
tains of cloud, fell down over his soul : he searched for 
his former feelings, for that ini^iration and untitterable 
love ; he looked at the precious tablet, and the sinking 
moon was imaged in it fiednt and bluish. 

He had still the tablet firmly grasped in his hands, 
when the morning dawned ; and he, exhausted, giddy, 
and half-«sleep, fell lieadlong down the precipice. — 

The sun shone bright on the face of the stupified 
sleeper ; and, awakening, he found himself upon a plear 
sant hilL He looked round, and saw far behind him, 
and scarce discernible at the extreme horizon, the ruins 
of the Runenberg ; he searched for his tablet, and could 
find it nowhere. Astonished and perplexed, he tried 
to gather his thoughts, and connect together his re- 
membrances ; but his memory was as if filled with a 
waste haze, in which vague urecogniseable shi^tes were 
4 
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wildly jofiiliiig to and fro. His whole previous life lay 
behind liini, as in a far distance ; the strangest and the 
commonest were so mingled, that all hb e£forts could 
not separate thenu After long straggling with hioMelf, 
he at last concluded that a dream, or sudden madness, 
had come orer him that night ; only he could never 
understand how he had strayed so far into a strange 
and remote quarter. 

Still scarcely waking, he went down the hill ; and 
came upon a beaten way, which led him out from the 
mountains into the plain country* All was strai^ to 
him: he at first thought that he would find his old home ; 
but the country which he saw was quite unknown to 
him ; and at length he concluded that he must be upon 
the south side of theMoimtains, which, in spring, he had 
entered from the north. Towards noon, he perceived 
a little town below him : from its cottages a peaceful 
smoke was mounting up ; children, dressed as for a ho- 
liday, were sporting on the green ; and from a small 
church came the sound of the organ, and the singing 
of the congregation. All this laid hold of him with a 
sweet, inexpressible sadness ; it so moved him, that he 
was forced to weep. The narrow gardens, the little 
huts with their smoking chimneys, the accurately- 
parted corn-fields, reminded him of the necessities of 
poor human nature ; of man's dependence on the friend- 
ly Earth, to whose benignity he must commit himself; 
vhile the singing, and the music of the organ, filled the 
ttranger's heart with a devoutness it had never felt be- 
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fore. The desires and emotions of the bygone night 
seemed reckless and wicked ; he wished once more, in 
childlike meekness, helplessly and hnmbly to unite 
himself to men as to his brethren, and fly from his iqi- 
godly purposes and feeUnga. The plain, with its little 
lirer, which, in manifold windings, cku^d itself about 
the gardens and meadows, seemed to him inyhdng and 
delightful : he thought with fear of his abode am<mg the 
lonely mountains amid waste rocks ; he wished that he 
could be allowed to lire in this peaceful village ; and 
so feeling, he went into its crowded churdi. 

The psalm was just over, and the preacher had be- 
gun his sermon* It was on the kindness of God in 
regard to Harvest ; how His goodness feeds and satis- 
fies all things that live ; how marvellously He has, in 
the fruits of the Earth, provided support for men ; 
how the love of God incessantly displays itself in the 
bread He sends us ; and how the humble Christian may 
therefore, with a thankful spirit, perpetually celebrate 
a Holy Supper. The congr^ation were affected ; the 
eyes of the hunter rested on the pious priest, and obsei^ 
ved, dose by the pulpit, a young maiden, who appear^ 
ed beyond all others reverent and attentive. She was 
slim and fair ; her blue eye gleamed with the most pier- 
cing sofUiess ; her face was as if transparent, and bloom- 
ing in the' tenderest colours. The strange youth had 
never been as he now was ; so full of charity, so calm, ' 
so abandoned to the stillest^ most refreshing feelings. 
He bowed himself in tears, when the clergyman pro* 
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notmced his blessing ; he felt these holy wwda thrill 
through him like an unseen power ; and the vision of the 
night drew back before them to the deepest distance, 
as a spectre at the dawn. He issued from the church; 
stopped beneath a large lime-tree ; and thanked God, 
in a heart-felt prayer, that He had saved him, sinfol and 
mideserving, from the nets of the Wicked Spirit. ^' 

The people were engaged in holding harvest-home 
that day, and every one was in a cheerful mood ; the 
children, with their gay dresses, were Yejoidng in the 
prospect of the sweetmeats and the duace ; in the vil- 
lage square, a space encircled with yomig trees, the 
youths were arran^ng the preparations for their har- 
vest sport ; the players were seated, and essaying their 
instruments. Christian went into the fields again, to 
collect his thoughts and pursue his meditations ; and 
on his returning to the village, all had joined in mirth, 
and actual celebration of their festival. The fair-haired 
Elizabeth was there, too, with her parents ; and the 
stranger mingled in the jocund throng. Elizabeth was 
dandng ; and Christian, in the meantime, had entered 
into conversation with her father, a former, and one of 
the richest people in the village. The man seemed 
pleased with his youth and way of speech ; so, in a 
short time, both of them agreed that Christian should 
remain with him as gardener. This office Christian 
could engage with ; for he hoped jthat now the know- 
ledge and employments, which he had so much despised 
at home; >vouId stand him in good stead. 
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From this period, a new life began for him. He went 
to live with the farmer, and was numbered among bis 
family. With his trade, he likewise changed his garb. 
He was so good, so helpful and kindly ; he stood to his 
task so honestly, that ere long every memb^ of the 
house, especially the daughter, had a friendly feeling to 
him. Every Sunday, when be saw her going to church, 
he was standing with a fair nosegay ready for Eliza- 
beth ; and then she used to thank him with blushing 
kindliness : he felt her absence, on days when he did not 
chance to see her ; and at night, she would tell him tales 
and pleasant histories. Day by day they grew more ne- 
cessary to each other ; and the parents, who observed it, 
did not seem to think it wrong ; for Christian was the 
most industrious, and handsomest youth in the village. 
They themselves had, at first sight, felt a touch of love 
and friendship for him. After half a year, Elizabeth 
became his wife. Spring was come back ; the swallows 
and the singing birds had revisited the land; the gar- 
den was standing in its fairest trim ; the marriage was 
celebrated with abimdant mirth ; bride and bridegroom 
seemed intoxicated with their happiaess. Late at night, 
when they retired to their chamber, the husband whis- 
pered to his wife : ^ No, thou art not that form which 
once charmed me in a dream, and which I never can 
; entirely forget ; but I am happy beside thee, and bless- 
ed that thou^art mine." 

How^del^ted was the family, when, within a year, 
it became augmented by a little daughter, who was 
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Imptized Leonora. Christian's looks, indeed, would 
sometimes take a rather grare expression as he gazed 
on the child ; hnt his youthful cheeriness continually 
rietumed. He scarcely ever thought of his former way 
of life, for he felt himself entirely domesticated and 
contented* Yet, some months afterwards, his parents 
came into his mind ; and he thought how much his fa- 
ther, in particular, would be rejoiced to see his peace* 
fill happiness, his station as husbandman and gard^ier ; 
it grieved him that he should have utterly forgotten his 
father and mother for so long a time ; his own only 
child made known to him the joy which children afford 
to parents ; so at last he took the resolution to set out, 
and. again revisit home. 

Unwillingly he left his wife ; all wished him speed ; 
and the season being fine, he went off on7oot. Already 
at the 'distance of a few nule% he felt how much the 
parting grieved him ; for the first time in his life, he 
experienced the pains of separation ; the foreign objects 
seemed to him almost savage ; he felt as if he had been 
lost in some unfriendly solitude. Then the thought 
came on him, that his youth was over ; that he had 
found a home to which he now belonged, in which his 
heart had taken root ; he was almost ready to lament 
the lost levity of youi^r years ; and his mind was in 
the saddest mood, when he turned aside into a village 
inn to pass the night. He could not understand how 
he had come to leave his kind wife, and the parents ^e 
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had giFen luiii ; and he felt dispirited and disGontented, 
when he rose next morning to pursue his journey. 

His pain increased as he approadied the bills : the 
distant ruins were already yisible, and by degrees grew 
more distinguishable ; many summits rose defined and 
clear amid the blue vapour. His step grew, timid ; fre- 
quently he paused, astonished at his fear; at the horror 
which, with every step, fell closer on him. << Mad- 
ness r* cried he, << I know thee well, and thy perilous 
seductions ; but I will withstand thee manfully. Eli- 
zabeth is no vain dream ; I know that even now she 
thkdcB of me, that she waits for me, and fondly coimts 
the hours of my absence. 'Do I not already see forests 
like black hair before me ? Do not the glancang eyes 
look to me from the brook ? Does not the stately form 
step towards me from the mountains ?" So saymg, he 
was about to lay himself beneath a tree, and take some 
re^ ; when he perceived an old man seated in the diade 
ci it, examining a flower with extreme attention ; now 
In^ding it to the sun, now shading it with his hands, 
now counting its leaves ; as if striving in every way to 
stamp it accurately in his memory. On i^proachii^ 
neiBffer, he thought he knew the fcnrm ; and soon no 
doubt remained that the old man with the flotvier was 
his fiither. With an exclamation of the liveliest joy» 
he rushed into his arms ; the old man seemed delight- 
ed, but not much surprised, at meetmg him so suddenly. 

" Art thou with me already, my son ?" said he : <* I 
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kaevr that I shovld ^d tiiee soon^ bat I did net tfauric 
sodi.jey had beein in store lorine^^s very day/' 

<^ How^did yora know^ fisher, 4iiat yon woittld meet 
me?" 

<< By this flower^" re^ed the old gardens ; ** all 
my days I have had a wii^ to see it ; but never had I 
thefMtane; for it is T^searce, and grows only anooi^ 
die mcnrntBiBs. Isetaat to seek thee, for thy mother 
is dead, aod the loneliiiess at home made me sad awi 
heavy. I knew not ndnther I dlionld torn my steps ; at 
last I came among ^ motmtaiiiSy dreary as the jonr- 
ney throi^ them had appeared to me. By the road, 
I soi^ht for this flower, but oonld find it nowhere t 
and Bow^ quite nnexpectedly, I see it bere^ where the 
foir plain is lying stretched before me. fW>m this 1' 
knew^wt I shonld meet thee^soim; and^ lo [ bowtftte 
the fair flower^s propheey has proved I'< 

They embraced again, and Chnstian wept f<»r his 
modier ; but the old man grasped his hand, and said :' 
<< Let ns go, that the shadows of the mountafais may 
be soon out oi view ; it always makes me soirowfol in 
the heart to see "^ese wild steep shapes, these hcnrid 
chasms, these terrmits gargling down into tl«ir ca» 
reins. Let ns get npon the good, kind, guileless level 
groond again**' 

They went back, and Christian recovered his cheer^ 
fnlnessr He told his ifLiher of his new fortune, of his 
dnld and home : his speech made hin»d[f as if intoxi- 
cated ; and he now, in talkhig of it, for the first time 
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truly feh that nodung more was wanting to his happi- 
ness. ThiiSy amid narratioiis sad and cheeiid, they re- 
tmned into the village. All were delighted at thespeedy 
ending of the jonmey ; most of all, Elizabeth. The old 
fadieT stayed with diem, and j<Mned his little fortune to 
their stock ; they fcnmed the most contented and nni* 
ted circle in the world. Their crops were good, ibmr 
cattle throve ; and in a few years Christian's house was 
aim>ng the wealthiest in the quarter; Elizabeth had 
also given him several other diildren. 

Five years had passed away in this manner^ when a 
staranger halted from his journey in their village ; and 
took up his lodging in Christian's house, as being the 
most rest>ectable the place contained. He was a friend- 
ly, talking man ; he told them many stories of his tra- 
vels ; sported with the children, and made presents to 
them : in a short time, all were growing fond of him. 
He liked the neighbourhood so well, tint he proposed 
remaining in it for a day or two ; but the days grew 
weeks, and the weeks months. No one seemed to 
wonder at his loitering ; for all of them had grown ac- 
customed to regard him as a member of the family. 
Christian alone would often sit in a thoughtfril mood; 
for it seemed to him as if he knew this traveller of old, 
and yet he could not think of any time when he had 
met with him. Three months had passed away, when 
the stranger at last took his leave, and said : *^ My dear 
friends, a wondrous destiny, and singular anticipations, 
drive me to the neighbouring mountains; a magic 
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inu^e, not to be withstood, alliires me : I leaye you 
now, and I know not whether I shall ever see you any 
more. I have a sum of money by me, which in your 
hands will be safer than in mine ; so I ask you to take 
charge of it ; and if within a year I come not beck, then 
keep it,, and accept my thanks along with it for the 
kindness you have shown me." 

So the traveller went his way, and Christian took 
the money in charge. He locked it carefully up ; and 
now and then, in the excess of his anxkty, looked orar 
it ; he counted it to see that none was missing, and in 
all respects took no little pains with it. << This sum 
might make us very happy," said he once to his father ; 
^* should the stranger not return, both we and our chil- 
dren were well provided for." 

<< deed not the gold," said the old man ; ** not in it 
can happiness be found : hitherto, thank God, we have 
never wanted aught; and do thou put away such 
thoughts far fro thee." 

Christian often rose in the night to set his servants 
to their labour, and look after every&ipg himself: his 
fiither was afraid lest this excessive diligence might 
harm his yoath and health ; so one night he rose to 
speak with him about contracting such unreasonabfe ef- 
forts ; when, to his astonishment, he found him sitting 
with a little lamp at his table, and counting, with the 
greatest eagerness, the stranger's gold. << My son," 
said the old man, full of sadness ; << must it come to 
this with thee ? Was this accursed metal brought be- 
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neaih onr roof to make us wretched ? Bethink thee^ my * 
son, or the EvU One will ccmsome Ay blood and life not 
of thee." 

<< lYes/' replied he ; ^^ it is true, I know myself no 
more ; neithor day nor night does it give me any rest : 
see how it looks on me evexk now^ till tb* r^ glance of 
it goes into my very heart I Hark how it diidcs, tibia 
golden stuff I It calls me when I sleep ; I hear it when 
music sounds, when the wind blows, when pe^e 
speak togetlier cm the slareet ; if the sun idunes, I see 
nothing but these yellow eyes, with wiiioh it bedoons 
to me, as it were, to m^isper .words of lore mto my ear t 
and therefore I am forced to rise in the ni^ time, 
though it were but to satisfy its eagerness ; and then I 
feel it triumphing and inwardly rejoiciag when I toud 
it with my fingers ; in its joy, it grows stiU reefer and^ 
lordlier. Do but look yourself at the gknr of ilfs rap^ 
ture V* The old man, shuddering and weeping, took 
his son in his arms ; he said a prayer, and then spoke t 
« Christel, thou must turn again to the Word of God ; 
thou must go more zealously and reverently to chuveh» 
or else, alas I my poor child, thou wilt droop and^die 
away in the most mournful wretchedness;" 

The money was again lodced up; Christian pre- 
mised to take thought and change his conduct, and the 
old man was composed. A year and n^ore had passed, 
and no tidings had been heard of the stnn^fer : the old 
man at last gave in to the enlreaties of haason ; and the 
money was laid out in land, and ^^her property. The 
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young fianner^s ricshes 80<mi became tbe telk of the vilr 
lage ; and Christian seemed eontented and cprnfortable, 
and his fath^ felt delighted at beholding him so weU 
and cheerfiil ; all fear hod now vanished from his mind. 
What then must have been hia €on8teniation» wbwt 
Elisabeth one eyening took him aside ; and tdd Um, 
with teais, that she conld no loi^;er nnderstand her 
husband ; how he spoke so wildly, especially at night ; 
how he dreamed strange dreams, and would often in 
his sleep walk long about the room, not,know]s^ it ; 
how he qpoke strange things to her, at which she often 
shuddered* But what terrified her.most, she said, wm 
his pleasantry by day ; for his laugh was wild and hol- 
low. Us look wandering and strange. The father stood 
amaeed, and Ae sorrowing wife proceeded : <' He is 
always talking of the traveller, and maintaining that he 
knew him formerly, and that the stranger man was in 
truth a woman of unearthly beauty ; nor will he go air)r 
more into the fields or the garden to wwk, for he says 
he hean underneath the ground a fearful moaning, when 
he but puUs out a root ; he starts and seems to feel a 
horror at all. plants and herbs." 

<< Good God r exclaimed the father, « isthe fright- 
ful hunger in him grown so rooted and stnmg, that it 
is come to this? Then is his spell-bound heart no long* 
er humw, but of cdd metal ; he who does not Uwe a 
flower, has lost all love and fear of God." 

Next day the <4d man went to walk with his son, 
and told him much of what ^izabeth had said ; calling 
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on him to be pious, and deFote Mb soul to holy con- 
templations. " Aillrillingly, my fether,'' answered Chris- 
tian; << and I often do so with success, and all is 
well with me : for long periods of time, for years, I 
can forget the true form of my inward man, and lead a 
life that is foreign to me, as it were, with cheerfulness : 
but then on a sudden, like a new moon, the ruling star, 
which I myself am, arises again in my heart, and con- 
quers this other influence. I might be altogether hap- 
py ; but onee, in a mysterious night, a seoret sign was 
imprinted through my hand deep on my soul; fre- 
quently the magic figure sleeps and is at rest ; I ima- 
gine it has passed away ; but in a moment, like a poison, 
it darts up and lives over all its lineaments. And then 
I can think or feel nothing else but it ; and all around 
me is transformed, or rather swallowed up, by this sub- 
duing shape. As the rabid man recoils at the sight of 
water, and the poison in him grows more fell ; so too it 
is with me at the sight of any cornered figure, any line, 
any gleam of brightness ; anything will then rouse the 
form that dwells in me, and make it start into being ; 
and my soul and body feel the throes of birth ; for as my 
mind received it by a feeling from without, she strives 
in agmiy and bitter labour to work it forth again into an 
outward feeling, that she may be rid of it, and at rest.' 
<< It was an evil star, that took thee from us to the 
Mountains," said the old man ; << thou wert bom fat 
cahn life, thy mind inclined to peace and the/ love of 
plants ; then thy impatience hurried thee awtiy to the 
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company of Barage stimes : the crags, the torn difis, 
with their jagged shapes, have oyertnmed thy soul, and 
planted in thee the wasting hunger for metals. Thou 
shooldst still have been on thy goard, and kept thy- 
self away from the view of mowitains ; so I meant to 
l»ing thee np, hut it has not so been to be. Thy humi- 
lity, thy peace, thy childlike feeling, have beai throst 
away by scorn, IxMsteronsness, and caprice." 

" No," said the son ; " I remember well that it was 
a plant which first made known to me the misery of 
the Earth ; never, till then, did I nnderstand the si^ 
and lamoitations one may hear on every side, throogh- 
ont the whole of Nature, if <me but give ear to them. 
In plants and herbs, in trees and flowers, it is the pain- 
ful writhing of one universal wound that moves and 
works ; they are the corpse of foregone glorious wwlds 
of rock, they offer to our eye a horrid universe of pu- 
trefaction. I now see clearly it was this, which the 
root with its deep-drawn sigh was saying to me ; in its 
sorrow it forgot itself, and told me all. It is because 
of this that all green shrubs are so enraged at me, and 
lie in wait for my life ; they wish to obliterate that 
lovely figure in my heart ; and every spring, with their 
dist<Mi«d death-like looks, they try to win my soul. 
Truly it is piteous to consider how they have betrayed 
andcosened thee, old man; for they have gained com- 
plete possession of thy spirit. Do but question the 
rocks, and thou wilt be amazed when thou shalt hear 
them speak." 
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Hie father looked at him a long while, and oonld 
aaswer nothing. They went hoii» again in silence, and 
the old man was as frightened as Elizabeth at Chris- 
tian's mirth ; for it seemed a thing quite foreign ; and as 
if ttiother hemg from wi^iin were ifirotidag ont of him, 
awkwardly and ineffectually, as ont of some machine. 

The harvest^himie was <mce more to be held ; the 
people went to chnrch, and Mzabeth, with her little 
ones, set ont to jmn the service ; her husband also 
seemed intending to accompany liiem, but at the thresh- 
old of the cfamrch he tnmed aside ; and with an air of 
deep thon^t, walked ont of the village. He set him- 
self on the height, and again looked over upmi the smo- 
king cottages ; he heard iAie masic of the psalm and 
organ coming from the little chnrch ; children, in holi- 
day dresses, were dancing and sporting <m the green. 
<< How have I lost my life as in a dream I** said he to 
himself: ^^ years have passed away since I went down 
this hill to the merry children ; they who were then 
sportful on the green, are now serious in the church ; I 
also <mce went into it, but Elizabeth is now no more a 
blooming childlike maiden ; her youth is gone ; I can- 
not seek for the glance of her eyes with the longing df 
those days ; I have wilfnlly neglected a high eternal 
happiness, to win one which is finite and transitory." 

With a heart full of wild demre, he walked to 1^ 
neighbouring wood, and immersed himself in its thick- 
est shades. A ghastly silence encompassed him ; no 
breath of air was stirring in the leaves. Meimwhile, 
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he saw a man qiproacfak^ liiiii froma distance^ whom 
he recognised for the stranger ; he started in affiight, 
and his first thought was, that the man would adchim 
£m* his money. But as the form came neai^er, he per- 
ceived how greatly he had been mistaken ; for the fea- 
tures, which he had imagined known to him,mehed into 
one another ; an old woman of the ntmoat hideoosness 
i4>proac^ed; she was clad in dirty rags; a tattered 
dout boond up her few grey hairs ; she was limping <m 
a cratch. With a dreadful voice she spoke to him, and 
asked his name and situation ; he replied to both in- 
quiries, and then said, << But who art thou ?" 

^^I am called the Woodwoman," answered she ; << and 
every child can tell of me. Did'st thou never see me 
before ?" With the last words she whirled about, and 
Christian thought he recognised among the trees the 
golden veil, the lofty gait, the large stately form which 
he had once beheld of old. He turned to hasten after 
her, but nowhere was she to be seen. 

Meanwhile, something glittered in the grass, and 
drew his eye to it. He picked it up ; it was the magic 
tablet with the coloured jewels, and the wondrous figure, 
which he had lost so many years before. The shape and 
the changeful gleams struck over all his senses with an 
instantaneous power. He grasped it firmly, to convince 
himself that it was really once more in his hands, and 
then hastened back with it to the village. His father 
met him. " See," cried Christian, « the thing which 
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I was telUng yon about so often, which I thought must 
have been shown to me only in a dream, is now sure 
and true." 

The old man looked a long while at the tablet, and 
then said : << My son, I am struck with hcHTor in my 
heart when I view these stones, and dimly guess the 
meaning of the words on them. Look here, how cold 
they glitter, what cruel looks they cast from them, 
bloodthirsty, like the red eye of the tiger I Cast this 
writing from thee, which makes thee cold and cruel, 
which will turn thy heart to stone : 

See the flowers, when mom is beaming, 

Waken in their dewy place ; 
And, like children roused from dreaming, 
' Smiling look thee in the face. 

By degrees, that way and this, 
To the golden Sun they're turning, 

Till they meet his glowing kiss, 
And their hearts with love are burning : 

For, with fond and sad desire, 

In their lover's looks to langpiish. 
On his melting kisses to expire^ 

And to die of love's sweet anguish : 

This is what they joy in most ; -^ 

To depart in fondest weakness ; 
In their lover's being lost. 
Faded stand in silent meekness. 
6 
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Then they pour away tli^ treasure 

Of their perAimet, their aoft wmls. 
And the air grows drunk with pleasure, 

As in wanton floods it rolls. 

Love comes to us here below. 

Discord harsh away removing ; 
And the heart cries : Now I know 

Sadness, Fondness, Pain of Loving.** 



^ What wonderfdl incalcolable treasures,'' said the 
<^er, ^< most there stSQ he in 1^ depths of the Earth t 
Could one bnt sound into their secret beds and raise 
them up, and snatch them to oneself I Could one bnt 
clasp this Earth like a beloved bride to one's bosom, so 
tliat in pain and love she would willingly grant one h^ 
costliest riches I The Woodwoman has called me ; I go 
to seek for her. Near by is an old rained shaft;, wl&ck 
some miner has hollowed out many centuries i^o ; per* 
haps I shall find her there 1*' 

He hastened off. In vain did the old man strive to 
detain him ; in a few moments Christian had vanished 
from his sight. Some hours afterwards, the father, with 
a strong effmrt, reached the tliined shaft : he saw foot- 
prints in the sand at the. entrance, and returned in team f 
persuaded that his son, in a state of madness, had gon^ 
in, and been drowned in the old cdUected waters, and 
horrid caves of the mine. 

From that day his heart seemed broken, and he was 
incessantly in tears. The wh<^ neighbourhood dc^>lored 
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the fortune of the young farmer. Elizabeth was incon- 
solable, the children lamented alond. In half a year the 
aged gardener died ; the parents of Elizabeth soon fol- 
lowed him ; and she was forced herself to take charge 
of everything. Her multiplied engagements helped a 
little to withdraw her firom her sorrow ; the education 
of her children, and the management of so much pro- 
perty, left little time for momning. After two years, 
she determined on a new marriage ; she bestowed her 
hand on a young light-hearted man, who had loved 
her from his youth. But, ere long, everything in their 
establishment assumed another form. The cattle died ; 
men and maid-servants proved dishonest ; bams full of 
grain were burnt ; people in the town, who owed them 
muns of money, fled and made no payment. In a little 
while, the landlord found himself obliged to sell some 
fields and meadows ; but a mildew, and a year of scar« 
dty, brought new embarrassments. It seemed as if the 
gold, so strangely acquired, were taking speedy flight 
in all directions. Meanwhile, the family was on the 
increase ; and Elizabeth, as well as her husband, grew 
reckless and sluggish in this scene of despair : he fled 
for consolation to the bottle, he was often drunk, and 
therefore quarrelsome and sullen ; so that frequently 
Elizabeth bewailed her state with bitter tears. As their 
fortune declined, their Mends in the village stood aloof 
from them more and more ; so that after some few years 
they saw themselves entirely forsaken, and were forced 
to struggle on, in penury and straits, from week to week. 
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They had nothing but a cow and a few sheep left 
diem ; these Elizabeth herself, with her children, often 
tended at thmr grass. She was sitting one day with her 
work in the field, Leonora at hier side, and a sucking 
child on her breast, when they saw from afar a strange- 
locking shape approaching towards them. It was a man 
with a garment all in tatters, barefoot, smibumt to a 
black iHTOwn colonr in the hce^ deformed still fiarther 
by a l<Mig malted beard : he wore no covering on his 
head ; but had twisted a garland of green branches 
through his hair, which made his wfld appearance still 
more strange and haggard. On his back he bore some 
heayy burden in a sack, very carefully lied, and as he 
walked, he leaned upon a young fir. 

On coming nearer, he put down his load, and drew 
deep draiights of breath. He bade Elizabeth good-day ; 
she shuddered at the sight of him, the girl crouched 
dose to her mother. Haying Tested for a little while, 
he said : '< I am getting back from a very hard jour- 
ney among the wildest mountains of the Earth ; but to 
pay me for it, I have brought along with me the rich- 
est treasures which imagination can conceive, or heart 
dedre. Look here, and wonder I" Thereupon he loo- 
sed his sack, and shook it empty : it was full of gravel, 
among whidi were to be seen large bits of chuck- 
stone, and other pebbles. << These jewels," he conti- 
nued, ** are not ground and polished yet, so they want 
the glance and the eye ; the outward fire, with its glit- 
. tef, is too deeply bwied in their inmost heart ; yet you 
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have but to strike it out and fiigliteii tben^ and show 
that no deeeit will senre, and then you see what sort of 
stuff they are." So saying, he took a piece of flinty 
stome, and struck it hard against another, tiK tkey gave 
red sparks between them. << Did you see the glance?" 
cried he. ^< Ay, they are all fire and light ; they ilhnu- 
nate the darkness with their laugh, though as yet it is 
against their wilL" With this he carafully ispaoked 
his pebbles in the bag, and tied it hard and haU ^^ I 
know thee very welC said he then, with a saddened 
tone, << Thou arlr Elizabeth." The woman started. 

" How comest thou to know my name ?" cried she, 
with a forecasting shudder. 

<< Ah, good God I" said the unhappy creature, << I 
am Christian, he that was a hunter : Dost thou not 
know me, then ?" 

She knew not, in her horror and deepest compassion, 
what to say. He fell upon her neck and kissed her. 
Elizabeth exclaimed : ^< O Heaven I my husband is 
coming I" 

<< Be at thy ease," said he ; ^< I am as good as dead 
to thee : in the forest, there, my feur one waits for me ; 
she that is tall and stately, with the black hair, and the 
golden veiL This is my dearest child, JLieonofa. Come 
hither, darling : come, my pretty child ; and give me a 
kiss, too ; one kiss, that I may feel thy mouth upmi 
my lips once again, and then I leave you." 

Leonora wept ; she clasped close to her mother, who, 
in sobs and tears, half held her towank the wanderer. 
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while he half drew her towards him, took her in his 
arms, and press^ her to his breast. Then he went 
away in silence, and in the wood they saw him speak- 
ing with the hideons Woodwoman. 

^ What ails you ?" said the husband, as he found mo- 
ther and daughter pale and melting in tears. Neither 
of them answered. 

The ill-iated creature was never seen again from that 
day. 
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IV. 
THE ELVES. 



" Where is our little Mary ?" said the fether. 

<< She is playing out upon the green there, with our 
neighbour's boy," replied the mother. 

<< I wish they may not run away and lose them- 
selves/' said he ; " they are so thoughtless." 

The mother looked for the little ones, and brought 
them their evening limcheon. ** It is warm," said the 
boy ; ^^ and Mary had a longing for the red cheiries." 

<< Have a care, children," said the mother, << and do 
not run too fax from home, and not into the wood ; 
Father and I are going to the fields." 

Little Andres answered : " Never fear, the wood 
frightens us; we shall sit here by the house, where 
there are people near us." 

The mother went in, and soon came out again with 
her husband. They locked the door, and turned to- 
wards the fields to look after their labourers, and see 
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their hay-barvest in the meadow. Their house lay 
upon a little green height, encircled by a pretty ring of 
palings which likewise enclosed their fruit and flower 
garden. The hamlet stretched somewhat deeper dowOi 
and on the other side lay the castle of the Count; Mar- 
tin rented the large farm from this nobleman ; and was 
living in contentment with his wife and only child ; for 
he yearly saved some money, and had the prospect of 
becoming a man d substance by his industry, for the 
ground was productive, and the Count not illiberal. 

As he walked with his wife to the fields, he gazed 
cheerfully round, and said : << What a different look 
this quarter has, Brigitta, from the place we lived in 
f<n*merly I Here it is all so green ; the whole village 
is bedecked with thick-spreading fruit-trees ; the ground 
is full of beautiful herbs and flowers ; all the houses 
are cheerful and cleanly, the inhabitants are at their 
ease : nay, I could ahnost fancy that the woods are 
greener here than elsewhere, and the sky bluer ; and, 
so far as the eye can reach, yon have pleasure and de- 
light in beliolding the boimtifrd Earth/' 

" And whenever you cross the stream," said Brigit- 
ta, << you are, as it were, in another world, all is so 
dreary and withered ; but every traveller declares that 
our village is the Purest in the country fer and near." 

<< All but that fir-ground," said her husband ; ** do 
but look back to it, how dark and dismal that solitary 
spot is lying in the gay scene : the dingy fir-trees with 
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the smdcy Irato behind liitin, the romed Stalls, tlw l^^ 
flowing past with a slnggLdi melancholy." 

<< It is true," replied Brigitto ; << if yon but ap{H!oaeh 
that spot, you grow disconsolate and sad, yon know 
not why. What sort of people can they be that live 
there, and keep themselves so separate from the rest of 
ns, as if they had an evil conscience ?'* 

^* A miserable crew," replied the yonng Farmer : 
<< gypsies,^ seemingly, that steal and cheat in other 
quarters, and have their hoard and hiding-place here. 
I wander only that his Lordship snffa« them." 

<^ Who knows," said the wife, with an accent of 
pity, << bnt perhi^s they may be poor people, wishing, 
out of shame, to conceal their poverty ; for, after all, no 
one can say aught ill of them ; ike only thing is, that 
they do not go to church, and none knows how they 
live ; for the little garden, which indeed seems aho« 
gether waste, cannot possibly support them ; and fields 
they have none." 

^< God knows," said Martin, as they went along, 
« what trade they follow ; no mortal comes to them ; 
for the place they live in is as if bewitched and excom- 
municated, so that even our wildest fellows will not 
venture into it." 

Such conversation they pursued, while walking to 
(^ fields. That gloomy spot they sp<^e of lay aside 
from the hamlet. In a dell, begirt with firs, you might 
behold a hut, and various inined office-houses ; rarely 
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wad siiM^ce seen to monnt from it, still more rarely did 
men appear there ; thongh at times curioios people, yen- 
tming someidiat nearer, had perceiyed npon the bench 
before the hnt, some hideous women, in ragged clothes, 
dandling in their arms some children equally dirty and 
iU-fiftYOured ; black dogs were running up and down 
upon the boundary; and, of an evening, a man of 
monstrous size was seen to cross the foot-bridge of the 
brook, and disappear in the hnt ; and, in the darkness, 
various shapes were observed, moving like shadows 
round a fire in the open air. This piece of ground, the 
firs, and the ruined huts, formed in truth a strange con- 
trast with the bright green landscape, the white houses 
of the hamlet, and the stately new-built castle: 

The two little ones had now eaten their fruit; it 
came into their heads to run races ; and the little nim- 
ble Mary always got the start of the less active Andres. 
" It is not fiftir," cried Andres at last : " let us try it 
for some length, then we shall see who wins." 

** As thou wilt," said Mary ; " Only to the brook we 
must not run." 

*< No," said Andres ; " but there, on the hill, stands 
the large pear-tree, a quarter of a mile from this. I 
shall run by the left, roimd past the fir-ground ; thou 
canst try it by the right over the fields ; so we do not 
meet till we get up, and then we shall see which of 
us is swifter." 

" Done," cried Mary, and began to run ; " for we 
shall not mar one another by the way, and my father 
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8ays it is as far to the hill by that side of the Gypues' 
house as by this." 

Andres had ahready started, and Mary, turning to 
the right, could no longer see him, ^< It is very silly," 
said she to herself: << I have only to take heart, and 
run along the bridge, past the hut, and through the 
yard, and I shall certainly be first.'* She was already 
standing by the brook and the dump of firs. <' Shall 
I ? No ; it is too firightful," said she. A little white dog 
was standing on the farther side, and barking with 
might and main. In her terror, Mary thought the dog 
some monster, and sprang back. << Fy I fy I" said she : 
<< the dolt ii gone half way by this time, while I stand 
here considering." The little dog kept barking, and, as 
she looked at it more narrowly, it seemed no longer 
fri^tful, but, on the contrary, quite pretty : it had a 
red coUar round its neck, with a glittering bell ; and as 
it raised its head, and shook itself in barking, the little 
bell sounded with the finest tinkle. << Well, I must risk 
it I" cried she : ^< I will run for life ; quick, quick, I am 
-through ; certainly to Heaven, they cannot eat me up 
alive in half a minute I" And with this, the gay, cou- 
rageous, little Mary, sprang along the foot-bridge; 
passed the dog, which ceased its barking, and began to 
fawn on her ; and in a moment she was standing on the 
other bank, and the black firs all round concealed from 
view her father's house, and the rest of the landscape. 

But what was her astonishment when here I The 
loveliest, most vaiiegated flower-garden, lay round her ; 
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tulips, rosesy and lilies, were glitteriag in the laireel 
colours ; blue and gold-red butterflies were warmng 
in the blossoms ; cages of shining wire wore hung on 
the espaliers, with many-coloured birds in them, singmg 
beautiful songs ; and children, in short white frodsB, 
with flowing yellow hair and brilliant eyes, were frolick- 
ing about ;* scnne playing with lambkins, some feeding 
the birds, or gathering flowers, and giving them to one 
another ; some, again, were eating cherries, grapes, and 
ruddy apricots. No hut was to be seen ; but instead of 
it, a large fair house, with a brazen door and lofty sta-^ 
toes, stood glancing in the middle of the space. Mary 
was confounded with surprise, and knew not what to 
think ; but, not being bashful, ^e went right up to the 
first of the children, held out her hand, and wished the 
little creature good even. 

<< Art thou come to visit us, then ?" said the glitter- 
ing child ; << I saw thee running, playing on the olJier 
fflde, but thou wert frightened for our little dog." 

^< So you are not gypsies and rogues," said Mary, 
" as Andres always told me ? He is a stupid thing, 
and talks of much he does not understand." 

^< Stay with us," said the strange little girl ; << thou 
wilt like it well." 

<< But we are running a race." 

<< Thou wilt find thy comrade soon enough. There, 
take and eat." 

Mary ate, and found the fruit more sweet than any 
she had ever tasted in her life before ; and Andres, and 
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the Tiioe> and tlie prohibition of her parents, were en- 



A stately woman, in a shining robe, came towards 
them, and asked about the stranger child. << Fairest 
lady," said Mary, ^ I came nmning hither by chance, 
and now lliey wish to keep me." 

<< Thou art aware, Zerina," said the lady, '^ that she 
can be here but for a little while ; besides, thou shonld'st 
have asked my leaye." 

" I thought," said Zenna, " when I saw her ad- 
mitted across the bridge, that I might do it ; we have 
often seen her running in the fields, and thou diyself 
hast taken pleasure in her lively temper. She will have 
to leave us soon enough." 

" No, I will stay here," said the little stranger ; « for 
here it is so beautiful, and here I shall find l^e prettiest 
playthings, and store of berries and cherries to boot. 
On the other side it is not half so grand." 

The gold-robed lady went away with a smile ; and 
many of the children now came bounding round the 
happy Mary in their mirth, and twitched her, and in- 
cited her to dance ; others brought her lambs, or cu- 
rkras playthings; others made music on instruments, 
and sang to it. 

She kept, however, by the playmate who had first 
met her ; for Zerina was the kindest and loveliest of 
them all. Little Mary cried and cried again : " I will 
stay with you for ever ; I will stay with you, and you 
shall be my sisters ;" at which the children all laughed, 
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and embniGed her. << Now, we shell hare a royal Bp<Mt»'* 
MudZerina. She ran into the Palace, and returned with 
a litUe golden box, m which lay a quantity of seeds, 
like glittering. dost. She lifted of it with ha* little 
hand, and scattered some grains on the green earth. 
Instantly the grass began to moTe, as in wares ; and, 
after a few moments, bright rose-bushes started from 
the ground, shot rapidly up, and budded all at once, 
while the sweetest perfume filled the place. Mary also 
took a little of the dust, and, haring scattered it, she 
saw ^hite lilies, and the most variegated pinks, pu^* 
ing up. At a ognal from Zerina, the flowers disappear- 
ed^ and others rose in th^ room. << Now," said Ze- 
rina, ^< look for something greater." She laid two pine^ 
seeds in the ground, and stamped tbem in sharply with 
her foot. Two green busies stood before tibem. << Grasp 
me fast," said she ; and Mary threw her arms about ihe 
slender form. She felt herself borne upwards ; for ihe 
trees were springing under ihem with the greatest 
speed ; the tall pines waved to and fro, and the two 
diildren held each other fast embraced, swinging this 
way and that in the red clouds of the twilight, and 
kiraed each other ; while the rest were climbing up and 
down the trunks with quick dexterity, pue^g and 
teasing one another with loud laughter when they met ; 
if any one fell down in the press, it flew throu^ the 
air, and sank slowly and surely to ihe ground. At 
length Mary was beginning to be frightened ; and the 
other little child sang a few loud tones, and the trees 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



126 LUDWIG TIECK. 

agun sank down, and aet them on die ground as gra- 
dually as they had lifted them before to the clouds. 

They next went through the brazen door of the pa- 
lace. Here many fair women, elderly and young, were 
•sitting in the round hall, partaking of the fairest fruits, 
and listening to glorious invisihlcT music In the Tauh- 
ing of the ceiling, palms, flowers, and groves stood 
painted, among which little figures of children were 
sporting and winding in every graceful posture ; and 
with the tones of the music, the images altered and 
glowed with the most burning colours ; now the blue 
and green were sparkling like radiant light, now these 
tints faded back in paleness, the purple flamed up, and 
the gold took fire ; and then the naked children seem- 
ed i;o be aliye among the flower-garlands, and to draw 
breath, and emit it llirough their ruby-coloured lips ; 
60 that by fits you could see the glance of dieir little 
white teeth, and the lightmg up of their azure eyes. 

From the hall, a stair of brass led down to a subter- 
ranean chamber. Here lay much gold and silver, and 
precious stones of every hue shone out between them. 
Strange vessels st;ood along the walls, and all seemed 
filled with costly things. The gold was worked into 
many forms, and glittered with the friendliest red. 
Many little dwarfe were busied sorting the pieces from 
the heap, and putting them in the vessels ; others, 
hunch-backed, and bandy-legged, with long red noses, 
were tottering slowly along, half-bent to the ground, 
under full sacks, which they bore as millers do their 
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grain ; and, with iniich panting, shaking oat the gold- 
dnat on the ground. Then they darted awkwardly to 
the right and left, and canghtthe rolling balls that were 
like to run away ; and it happened now and then that 
one in his ^igemess overset the other, so that both fell 
heavily and clnmsily to the ground. They made angry 
ftces, and looked askance, as Mary laughed at their 
gestures and their ugliness, fiehind them sat an iAd 
crumpled little man, whom Zerina reverently greeted ; 
he thanked her with a grave inclination of his head. 
He held a sceptre in his hand, and wore a crown upon 
his brow, and all the other dwarfs appeared to regard 
him as itiek master, and obey his nod. 

." What more wanted ?** adced he, with a surly voice, 
as the childrai came a little nearer. Mary was afraid, 
and did not speak ; but her companion answered, itey 
were only come to look about them in the chambers. 
« Stin your old dnld's tricks I" replied the dwarf: "Will 
there never be an end to idleness?*' With this, he 
turned again to his employment, kept his people weir- 
ing and sorting the ingots ; some he sent away on er- 
rands, some he chid with angry tones. 

" Who is the gentleman ?" said Mary. 

^* Our Metal-Prince," replied Zerina, as th^y walked 
along. 

They seemed once more to reach the open air, for 
they were standing by a lake, yet no sun appeared, 
and they saw no sky above their heads. A little boat 
reeeiyed them, and Zeriila steered it diligently for- 
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wiirds. It shot rapidly along. O9 gami% the middle 
of the lake, the stranger saw that mukitades of pipes, 
diaanels, and brooks, were spreadkig from the little 
sea in every direction. " These wata:s to the right," 
said Zerina, '^ flow beneath your garden, and this Is why 
it blooms so freshly ; by tibe other side we get down 
into the great stream." On a sudden, out of all the 
channels, and frvm ey^ quarter of die lake, came a 
crowd of little children swimming up ; some wore gar- 
lands oiF sedge and water-lily ; some had red stems of 
coral, oilers were blowii^ on crooked shells ; a tumul- 
tuous noise echoed merrily from the dark shores; 
among the childr^i might be seen the fturest women 
sporting in the waters, and often several of the children 
sprang about some one of them, and with kisses hung 
upon her neck and shoulders. All saluted the stran- 
gers ; and these steered onwards tibrough the revelry 
out of the lake, into a little riva*, which grew nacrow- 
er and narrower. At last the boat came aground. The 
strangers took their leave, end Zerina knocked against 
the cliff. This opened like a dow, and a female form, 
all red, assisted them to mount. <^ Are you all brisk 
here ?" inquired Zerina. " They are just at work," re- 
plied the other, << and hi^py as they could wish ; in- 
deed, the heat is very pleasant." 

They went up a winding stair, and on a sudden 
Mary found herself in a most resplendent hall, so.that 
as she entered, har eyes were dazzled by the radiance. 
FlameMX>loured tapestry covered die walls with a 
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to it, the stranger saw, to har astonishment, that, in 
the tapestry, thare were figdres movii^ «p and down 
hi dancing joyfnhiess ; in form so heantifu], and of 
so &ir proporti<ms^ that nothing ooidd be seen more 
gracefiil ; tlieir bodies were as of red crystal, so that- 
it appeared as if the blckxl w»e vij^iUe ttithin ^lem^ 
flowing and playing iaits courses. They smiled on the 
slilmger, and sainted her with various bows ; bnt as 
Mary was aboiit approaching nearer them, Zerina plndc* 
ed her i^unply back, crying s << Thon wih bum ihysMf 
my litde Mary, for the whole of it is fire." 

Mary feh Hie heat* << Why do the pretty creatures 
not come out," said she, << and play with us ?" 

^ As thou lirest in the Air," replied the other, ** bo 
are they obliged to stay continually in fiie, and would 
faint and languish if they left it. Look now, he# glad 
they are, how they laugh and shout ; those down be- 
low S]»ead out ^ fire-floods eyer3rwhere beneiith the 
ear^ and thereby the flowers, and fruits^ and mne, 
are made to flouri^ ; these red streams again, are to 
run beside the brooks of water ; and thus the fiery crea*- 
tnres are kept erer busy and glad. But for thee it is too 
hot here ; let us return io the garden." 

In the garden, the scene had changed since they lefi^ 
it* The moonshine was lying on erery flower ; l^e b^ds- 
w^ silent, and the <Mdren were asleep in cMpliea* 
ted groups, among the green groTCs* Mary and her 
friend, however, did not feel fatigue, but walked about 
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in the wami summer night; in abundant talk, till room' ^ 

When the day dawned^ they refreshed themselves oil 
fruit and milk, and Mary said : *^ Suppose we go, by 
way of change, to the firs, and see hew things look 
there?" i 

^ " With all my heart," replied Zerina ; " thou wilt 
see our watdimen, too, and they will surely please 
thee ; they are standing up among the trees on 'the 
mound." The two proceeded through the flower-gar- 
den by pleasant groves, full of nightingales ; then they 
ascended a vine-hill ; and at last, after long following 
the windings of a clear brook, arrived af the firs, and 
the height which bounded the domain. << How does it 
come," said Mary, " that we have to walk so far here, 
when without, the circuit is so narrow ?" 

" I know not," said her friend ; " but so it is." 

They mounted to the dark firs, and a chill wind 
blew fr6m without in their faces ; a Jiaze seemed lying 
far and wide over the landscape. On the top wore 
many strange forms standing ; with mealy, dusty faces.; 
llieir mis-shapen heads not unlike those of white owls ; 
they were dad in folded cloaks of shaggy wool ; they 
held umbrellas of curious skins stretched out above 
them; and they waved and fanned themsdves inces- 
santly with large bat's wings, which flared out curi- 
ously beside the woollen roquelaures. <^ I could laugh, 
yet I am frightened," cried Mary. 

« These are our good trusty watcfimen," said her 
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friaymate ; << they stand here and wave their fiuKs, that"^ 
cold anxiety and inexplicable fear may hM on every one 
that attempts to approadi ns. They are covered so, 
because without it is now cold and rainy, which they 
cannot bear. But snow, or wind, or cold air, never 
reaches down to us ; here is an everlasting sjning and 
summer : yet if these poor people on the top were not 
frequently relieved, they would certainly perish'.*' 

^ But who are you, then ?** said Mary, while again 
descending to the flowery fragrance ; <^ or have you no 
name at all ?" 

<< We are called the Elves," replied the friendly 
diild ; ^ people talk about us in the Earth, as I have 
heanl." 

Tliey now perceived a migfaty bustle on the green. 
^ The frdr Bird is come !'* cried the diildren to them : 
all hastened to the halL Here, as they approached, 
young and old were crowding over the threshold, all 
shouting for joy ; and from within resounded a trium- 
phant peal of music Having entered, they percMved 
the vast circuit filled with the most varied forms, and 
all were looking upwards to a large Bird with glancing 
plumage, that was sweeping slowly round in the dome, 
and in its stately flight describing many a circle. The 
music souAded more gaily than before ; the colours and 
lights alternated mwe rapidly. At last the music ceased ; 
and the Bird, with a rustling noise, floated down upon 
a glittering crown that hung hovering in air under the 
high window, by which the hall was lighted from above. 
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His phtmag^ was purple and green, and shining golden^ 
streaks played tfarcragh it ; on his head there wared a 
diadem of feathers, so resplendent that ^ey glanced 
like jewels. His bill was red, and his legs of a glan-* 
dng bine. As he mo^ed, the lints gleamed throngh 
each other, and the eye was charmed with their rar 
diance. His size was as tlmt of an eagle. But now he 
opened his glittering beak ; and sweetest melodies came 
ponring from his moved breast, in fin^ tones thiin ^e 
lovesick nightingale gives forth ; still stnmger rose the 
song, and streamed like floods of Light, so that all, ihe 
vciry dbildren themselves, were moved by it to tears of 
joy and rapture. When he ceased, all bowed before 
him ; he again flew round the dome in circles, then 
darted through the door, and soared into the light 
heaven, whare he shone feu* up like a red point, and 
then soon vanished from their eyes. 

<< Why are ye all so glad ?" inquired Mary, bendiag 
to her fiedr playmate, who seemed smaller than yester* 
day. 

<< The King is coming I" said the little one ; << masy 
of us have never seen him, and whidiersofever he turns 
his face, there is happinesdandmirth; we have long4ook- 
ed for him, more anxiously than you look for spring 
when winter Hngers with you ; and now he IAb announ** 
ced, by his fair herald, that he is at hand. This wise and 
glorious Bird, that has been sent to us by the Kmg, is 
called Pbcenix ; he dwells far off in Arabia, on a tree, 
which there is no other that resembles on Earth, as in 
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like mami^tha^ isaoBecmidFlMenix/ Whenbafeek 
fainiBetf grown old, he builds a pile of balm and in- 
cense, kindles it, and dies singing ; and tben from llie 
fragrant ashes, soars np the renewed Phoenix with on- 
lessened beauty. It is seldom be so wings his course 
that men behold him ; and when once in centnries 
^8 does occor, they note it in their annals, and expect 
r^narkable erents. But now, my friend, thou and I 
nrast part ; for the sight of the King is not permitted 
thee.** 

Hien the lady with the golden robe came throagh 
the throng, and beckoning Mary to her, led her into 
a sequestered walk. << Thou must leave us, my dear 
child," said she ; ^< the King is to hold his court h^e 
for twenty years, perhaps longer ; and frtdtfrdness and 
blessings will spread iar over the land, but chiefly 
hwe beside us ; all the brooks and rivulets will her 
oome more bountiful, all the fields and gardens richer, 
the wine more generous, the meadows more fertile, 
and the woods more fresh and green ; a milder air will 
blow, no hail shall hurt, no flood shall threaten. Take 
Ms ring, and think of us : but beware of telling any 
one of bur existence ; or we must fly this land, and thou 
wid all around will lose the happiness and blessing of 
our neighbourhood. Once more, kiss thy playmate, and 
farewell.'* They issued from the walk ; Zerina wept, 
Mary stooped to embrace her, and they parted. Al- 
ready she was on the narrow bridge ; the cold air was 
blowing on her back horn the firs ; the little dog barked 
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with all its mi^t, and rang its little bell ; she looked 
FOitbdy then hastened oyer, for the darkness of the firs, 
the bleakness of the mined huts, the shadows of the 
twilight, were filling her with terror. 

<< What a night my parents must have had on my 
account T* said she within hejrself, as she stept on the 
green ; << and I dare not tell them where I hare been^ 
or what wonders I have witnessed, nor indeed would 
they beBeve me.*' Two men passing by saluted her, 
and as ihey went along, she heard them say : ^^ What 
a pretty girl ! Where can she come firom ?" With 
quickened steps she approached the house : but the trees 
which were hanging last night loaded with fruit, were 
now standing dry and leafless ; the house was differently 
painted, and a new bam had been built beside it. 
Mary was amazed, and thought she must be dream- 
ing. In this perplexity she opened the door ; and be- 
hind the table sat her father, between an unknown wo- 
man and a stranger youth. << Grood God ! Father,*' 
cried she, " where is my mother ?" 

** Thy motiber I" said the woman, with a forecasting 
tone, and sprang towards her : << Ha, thou surely canst 
not — ^Yes,^ indeed, indeed thou art my lost, long-lost 
dear, oidy Mary !" She had recognised her by a little 
brown mole beneath the chin, as well as by her eyes 
and shape. All embraced her, all were moved with 
joy, and the parents wept. Mary was astonished that 
she almost readied to her father's stature ; and she could 
not understand how her mother had become so changed 
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and fiuled ; the adced the name of the stranga* youth. 
*< It is bur neighbour's Andres," said Martin. << How ' 
e<«iest thou to ns again, so unexpectedly, after seven 
long years ? Where hast thou been? Why didst thou 
never send ns tidings of thee ?" 

^ Seven years I** said Mary, and could not order her 
ideas and recollections. '< Seven whole years ?** 
' ^^ Yes, yes," said Andres, laughing, and shaking her 
tmstlnUy by the hand ; << I have won the race, good 
Mary ; I was at the pealr-lree and back again seven 
years ago, and tiion, sli^;gish creatore, art but just re- 
tomed 1" 

They again asked, they pressed her ; but remember- 
ing h^ instruction, she could answer nothing. It Was 
they themselves chiefly tiiat, by degrees, shqied a story 
for her : How, having lost her way, she bad been taken 
up by a coach, and carried to a strange remote part, 
where die could not give the people any noti<m of her 
parents' residence ; how she was conducted to a dis- 
tant town, where certain worthy pei1k>ns brought her 
up, and loved her ; how they had lately died, and at 
length she had recollected her butb-place, and so re- 
turned. << No matter how it is I" exclaimed her mo- 
oter ; << enough, that we have thee again, my little 
daughter, my own, my all I" 

Andres waited supper, and Mary could not be at 
home in anything she saw. The house seemed small 
and dark ; *Bhe felt astonished at her dress, which was- 
eleanand simple, but appeared quite foreign ; she lodk- 
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•d at the ring on ber finger, and the gdd of it glittered 
strangely, inclosing a stone of homing red. To her 
&ther's question, tibe rqilied that the rii^ also was a 
present from her heBefactors. 

She was glad when the hour of sleefi^ airired, and 
die hastened to her hed. Next morning she felt much 
more collected ; she had now acfanged her thoughts a 
little, and could better stand the qoesticms o( the jneople 
in the Tillage, all of whom came in to Ud her welcome. 
Andres was there too with ^e earliest, actire, glad, 
and serviceaUe beyond all others. The bloommg 
maiden of fifteen had made a deep impression on him ; 
he had passed a sleepless night. The people of the 
eastle likewise sent for Mary, and she had once more to 
tell her story to them, which was now grown qnite hr 
miliar to her. The old Count and his Lady were sur* 
jffised at her good breeding ; she was modest, but not 
embarrassed; she made answer courteoiidy in good 
phrases to all then- questions ; all fear of noble persons 
and their equipage had passed away from her ^ fw whcai 
rile measured these halls and forms by the wonders and 
^6 high beauty she had seen with the Elyes in their 
hidden abode, this earthly splendour seemed but dim 
to her, the presence of men was almost mean. The 
young lords were charmed with her beauty. 

It was now February. The trees were budding 
earlier than usual ; die mghtingale had nerer come so 
soon ; the spring rose fairer in the land thair the oldest 
[ covld rccdlect^ it. In eTety quarter, little brooks. 
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gushed oat to irrigate the pwtures imd meadows ; the 
hills seemed heaving, the Tines rose higher and higher, 
the frnit-tcees blossomed as they had never done ; and 
a swdling fragrant blessedness hung suspended heavily 
in rosy donds over the scene. All prospered beyond 
tepectation : no rude day, no tempest injured thefrnits ; 
^ wine flowed blnshtng in immense grapes ; and the 
inhabitants of the place feh astonished, and were capti- 
vated as in a sweet dream. The next year was like 
its forermmer ; bat men had now become accustomed to 
the marvelloos. In autumn, Mary yidded to the press* 
ing entreaties of Andres and her pavents ; she was 
betrothed to him, and in winter they were married. 
•* She often thought with inward longing of her resi- 
dence behind the fir^^trees ; she continued serious and 
still. Beautiful as all that lay around her was, she 
knew of something yet more beautiful ; and from the 
remembrance of this, a faint regret attuned her nature 
to soft melancholy. It smote her painfully when her 
father and mother talked about the gypsies and vaga- 
bonds, that dwelt in ^e daik spot of gixmnd. Often 
she was on the point of speaking out in defence of 
Aose good beings, whom she knew to be the benefiic*- 
toiB of the land ; especially to Andres, who appeared 
to take delight in zealously abusing them : yet still she 
repressed the word that was struggling to escape her 
bosom. So passed this year ; in the next, she was so- 
laced by a little daughter, whom she named EUHdi^ 
thinking of the designation of her friendly Elves. 
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Tlie young people lired with ^laitin and BrigitU^ 
the house being large enough fen: all ; and helped their 
parents in conducting their now extended husbandry. 
The little Elfrida sooi^ displayed peculiar fiacubies and 
pft» ; for she could walk at a yery early age, and could 
speak perfectly before she was a twelvemonth old ; and 
tibBT some few years, she had become so wise and clerer, 
and of such wondrous beauty, that all people regarded 
her with astonishment ; and her mother could not keep 
away the thought that her child resembled one of those 
shining little ones in the space behind the Firs. Elfrida 
cared not to be with other children ; but seemed to 
avoid, with a sort of horror, their tumultuous amuse- 
ments ; and liked best to be alone. She would the» 
retire into a comer of the garden, and read, or work 
diligently with her needle ; often also you mi^t see 
her sitting, as if deep sunk in thought ; or violently 
walking up and down the aUeys, faking to herself. 
Her parents readily allowed her to have her will in 
these things, for she was healthy, and waxed apace ; 
only her starange sagacious answers and observatiens 
ofl;en made them anxious. ^' Such wise childr^i do 
not grow to age," her grandmother, Brigitta, many 
times observed ; << they are too good for this wotM ; the 
diild, besides, is beautiful beyond nature, and will never 
find its proper place on Earth." 

The little girl had this peculiarity, that she was very 
loath to let herself be served by any one, but endea- 
voured to do everything herself. She was almost the 
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earliest rberin the house ; she washed herself carefiilly, 
and dressed without assistance : at, night she was equal- 
ly carefnl ; she took special heed to pack npher clothes 
and washes wi^ her own hands^ allowing no one> not 
even her mother, to meddle with h^ articles. The 
mother homoored her in this caprice, not thinking it of 
any consequence. But what was her astonishment, 
wh^i, happening one holiday to insist, regardless of 
Elfnda's tears and screams, on dressing her out for a 
visit to the castle, she found upon her breast, suspend- 
ed by a string, a piece of gold of a strange form, which 
she dbecUy recognised as one of that sort she had se^i 
in such abundance in the subterranean yaidt I The lit- 
tle thing was greatly frightened ; and at last confessed 
that ^e had found it in the garden, ^d as she liked it 
much, had kept it carefully : she at the same time 
prayed so earnestly and pressingly to have it back, that 
Mary fastened it again on its former place, and, full of 
thoughts, went out with her in silence to the castle. 

Sidewards from the farm-house lay some offices 
for the storing of produce and implements ; and be- 
hind these there was a little green, with an old grove, 
now visited by no one, as, from the new arrangement 
of the buildings, it lay too far from the garden. In 
this solitude, Elfnda delighted most ; and it occurred 
to nobody to interrupt her here, so that frequently her 
parents did not see her for half a day. One afternoon 
her mother chanced to be in these buildings, seeking 
for some lost article among the lumber ; and she no- 
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ticed tliat a beam of light was eommg in, tluroag^ a 
Ghink in the wall. She took a thought of looking through 
ikuB aperture, and seeing what her child was busied 
with ; and'it hi^pened that a stone was lying loose, 
and could be pushed aside, so that she obtained a yiew 
r^t into the grove. Elfrida was sitting there on a 
little bench, and beside her the well-known Zerina ; and 
the children were playing, and amusing one another, 
in the kindliest unity. The Elf embraced her beauti- 
iul compamon, and said mournfully : <' Ah I dear little 
creature, as I sport with ^ee, so have I sported with 
1^ mother, vrhmi she was a child ; but you mortals so 
soon grow tall and ^oughtful ! It is very hard : wert 
tliou but to be a child as long as I V* 

« Willingly wo^ld I do it," said EKrida ; « but they 
all say, I shall come to sense, and give over playing al- 
togeth^ ; for I have great gifts, as they think, for grow- 
ing wise. Ah I and then I diall see thee no more, thou 
dear Zerina I Yet it is with us as with the fruit-tree 
flowers : how glorious the bloi^ming apple-tree, with 
its red bursting buds I It looks so stately and broad ; 
and every one, that passes under it, thinks surdy some- 
thing great will come of it ; then the sim grows hot, and 
the buds come joyfully forth ; but the wicked kernel is 
already there, which pushes off and casts away the fair 
flower's dress ; and now, in pain and waxing, it can do 
nothing more, but must grow to fruit in harvest. An 
apple, to be sure, is pretty and refreshing ; yet nothing 
to the blossom of spring. So is it also with us nu»tals : 
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I am not glad in the least at growing to be a tdl girl. 
Ah I conld I bnt once visit you I" 

** Since the King is with ns," said Zerina, *^ h m 
qoite impossible ; bnt I.will come to thee, my darling, 
often, often, and none shall see me either here or there. 
I will pass invisible through the air, or fly over to thee 
Hke a bird : Oh I we will be nracfa, much together, while 
dum art still little. What can I do to please thee ?" 

" Thon mnst like me very dearly," said EUnda, ** as 
I like thee in my heart : bnt come, let ns make another 
rose." 

Zerina took ihe well-known box from her bosom, 
linew two grains from it on the ground ; and instantly 
a green bush stood before them, with two deep-red 
roses, bending their heads, as if to kiss each other. The 
children plucked them smiling, and the bush disappear* 
ed. *^ O that it would not die so soon I" said Elfrida ; 
<« tins red child, this wonder of the Earth I" 

« Give it me here," said the little Elf; then breathed 
dffice upon the budding rose, and kissed it thrice. 
" Now," said she, giving back the rose, " it will conti- 
nue iresh and blooming till winter." 

^ I will keep it," said Elfrida, « as an image of thee ; 
I will guard it in my little room, and kiss it night and 
morning, as if it were thyself." 

^ The 6U9 is setting," said the other, << I must home." 
They embraced again, and Zerina vanished; 

In the evening, Mary clasped her child to her breast, 
with a feeling of alarm and veneration. She henceforth 
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allowed the good little girl m<»e liberty than formerly ; 
and often calmed her husband, when he came to seardi 
for the child ; which for some time he was wont to do, 
as her retiredness did not please him, and he feared 
that, in the end, it might make her silly, or even per- 
vert her understanding. The mother often glided to 
the chink ; and dmost always found the bright Elf be- 
side her child, employed in sport, or in earnest convar- 
sation. 

<< Wouldst thou like to fly ?*' inquired Zmna once. 

« Oh, well ! How well !" replied Elfrida; and the 
fairy clasped her mortal playmate in her arms, and 
mounted with her from the ground, till they hoyered 
above the grove. The mother, in darm, forgot herself; 
and pushed out her head in terror to look after them ; 
when Zerma, from the air, held up her finger, and 
threatened yet smiled ; then descended with the child, 
embraced her, and disappeared. After this, it happened 
mm*e than once that Mary was observed by her ; and 
every time, the shining little creature shook her head, 
or threatened, yet with friendly looks. 

Often, in disputing with her husband, Mary had said 
in her zeal : << Thou doat injustice to tlie poor peo- 
ple in the hut I" But when Andres pressed her to ex? 
plain why she difiered in opinion from the whole yil- 
lage^ nay, from his Lordship himself ; and how she could 
understand it better than the whole of them, she still 
broke off embarrassed, and became silent. One day, 
after dinner, Andres grew more violent than ever ; and 
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Bnuntaiaed thst, by one means or anotheri the crew 
must be packed away, as a nuisance to the country ; 
when his wife, in anger, said to him : << Hush I for 
they are benefactcnrs to thee and to every one of us." 

'< Benefactors I" cried the other, in astoniidmient : 
^< These rogues and vagabonds ?'* 

In her indignation, she was now at last tempted to 
rdate to him, under promise of the strictest secrecy, 
the history of her youth : and as Andres at every word 
grew more incredulous, and shook his head in mockery, 
she took him by the hand, and led him to the chink ; 
where, to his amazement, he beheld the glittering Elf 
sporting with his child, and caressing her in the grove. 
He knew not what to say ; an exclamation oi astonish- 
ment escaped him, and Zerina raised her eyes. On the 
instant she grew pale, and trembled violently ; not with 
friendly, but with indignant looks, she made the sign 
of threatening, and then said to Elirida : << Thou» canst 
not he^ it, dearest heart ; but they will never learn 
sense, wise as they believe themselves.*' She embra- 
ced the little one with stormy haste ; and then, in the 
shape of a raven, flew with hoarse cries over the gar- 
dm, towards the firs. 

In the evening, the little one was very still, she 
Idssed her rose with tears ; Mary felt depressed and 
frightened, Andres scarcely spdke. It grew dark. Sud- 
denly there went a rustling through the trees ; birdff 
flew to and ho widi wild screaming, thunder was heard 
to roll, the Earth shook, and tones of lamentation moan- 
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ed in the air. Andres and his wife had not tamge W 
rise ; they shrouded themselres within* the cmtains, and 
with fear and trembling awaited the day. Towards 
morning, it grew calmer ; and all was silent when the 
Snn, with his cheerful light, rose over the wood. 

Andres dressed himself, and Mary now observed 
that the stone of l^e ring npcm her finger had become 
quite pale. On opening the door, the sun shone clear 
on their faces, bnt the scene around them ihey ooi^ 
scarcely recognise^ The fredbness of the wood was 
gone ; the hills were shrunk, the brooks were flowing 
languidly with scanty streams, the sky seenoed grey'; 
and when you turned to the Firs, they were standing 
there no darker or more dreary than the other trees. 
The huts behind them were no longer Ifrightful ; and 
several inhabitants of the village came and told nibtnti 
the fearful night, and how they had been across the 
spot where the gypsies had lived ; how these people 
must have left the place at last, for their huts were 
standing empty, and within had quite a common look, 
just like the dwellings of other poor people : some of 
their household gear was left behind. 

Elfrida in secret said to her mother : << I could not 
sleep last night ; and in my fright at the noise, I was 
praying from the bottom of my heart, when the door 
ididdenly opened, and my playmate entered to take 
leave of me. She had a (xavelling-pouch slung round 
her^ a hat on her head, and a large staff in her hand. 
She was very angry at thee; since on thy account she 
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had now to sufier the severest and most painful punish-* 
ments, as she had always been so fond of thee ; for all 
of them, she said, were very loath to leave this quarter." 
Mary forbade her to speak of this ; and now the 
ferryman came across the river, and told them "new 
wonders. As it was growing dark, a stranger man of 
large size had come to him, and hired his boat till sim- 
rise ; and with this condition, that the boatman should 
remain quiet in his house, at least should not cross the 
threshold of his door. << I was frigfatened,*' continued 
^ old man, << and the strange bargain would not let 
me sleep. I slipped softly to the window, and looked 
towards the river. Great clouds were driving restless^ 
ly through the sky, and the distant woods were rust<* 
ling fearfully ; it was as if my cottage shook, and moans 
and lamentations glided round it. On a sudden, I per- 
ceived a white streaming light, that grew broader and 
broader, like many thousands of falling stars ; sparkling 
and waving, it proceeded forward from the dark Fir* 
ground, moved over tbe fields, and spread itself along 
towards the river. Then I heard a trampling, a jing* 
ling, a bustling, and rushing, nearer and nearer ; it went 
forwards to my boat, and all stept into it, men and wo* 
men, as it seemed, and children ; and the tall stranger 
ferried them over. In the river were by the boat 
swimming many thousands of glittering forms ; in the 
air white clouds and lights were wavering ; and all la- 
mented and bewailed that they must travel forth so far, 
far away, and leave their beloved dwelling. The noise 
VOL. li. K 
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of the nidder and the water creaked and gurgled be- 
tween ndhiles, and then suddenly there would be si- 
lence. Many a time the boat landed, and went back, 
sad was again lad^i ; many heUyy casks, too, they took 
along with them, which multitudes of horrid-looking 
little £ellow8 carried and rolled ; whether they were 
devils or goblins. Heaven only knows. Then came, in 
waving brightness, a stately freight ; it seemed an old 
man, mounted on a small white horse, and all were 
crowding round him. I saw nothing of the horse but its 
head ; for the rest of it was covered withcostly glittering 
cloths and trappings : on his brow the old man had 
a crorwn, so bright, that as he came across, I thought 
the sun was rising there, and the redness of the dawn 
glimmering in my eyes. Thus it went on all night ; I 
at last fell asleep in the tumult, half in joy, half in ter- 
ror. In the morning all was still ; but the river is, as 
it were, run off, and I know not how I am to steer my 
boat in it now.*' 

The same year there came a blight ; the woods died 
away, the springs ran dry; and the scene, which had once 
been the joy of every traveller, was in autumn standing 
wast^ naked, and bald ; scarcely showing here and there, 
in the sea of sand, a spot or two where grass, with a 
dingy greenness, still grew up. The fruit-trees all 
withered, the vines faded away, and the aspect of the 
place became so melancholy, that the Count, with his 
people, next year left the castle, which in time decayed 
and fell to ruins. 
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Elfrida gazed on her rose day and night with deep 
lon^ng, and thought of her kind playmate ; and as it 
drooped and withered^ so did she also hang her head; 
and hefore the spring, the little maiden had herself 
faded away. Mary often stood upon the spot hefore the 
hut, and wept for the happiness that had departed. She 
wasted herself away like her child, and in a few years 
she too was gone. Old Martin, with his son-in-law, 
returned to the quarter where he had lived hefore. 
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V. 
THE GOBLET. 



The forenoon bells were sounding from the bigh ca- 
thedral. Over the wide square in front of it, were men 
and women walking to and fro, carriages rolling along, 
and priests proceeding to their various churches. Fer- 
dinand was standing on the broad stair, with his eyes 
over the multitude, looking at them as they came up 
to attend the service. The sunshine glittered on the 
white stones, all were seeking shelter from the heat. 
He alone had stood for a long time leaning on a pil- 
lar, amid the burning beams, without regarding them ; 
for he was lost in the remembrances which mounted 
up within his mind. He was calling back his bygone 
life ; and inspiring his soul with the feeling which had 
penetrated all his being, and swallowed up every otJier 
wish in itself. At the same hour, in the past year, 
had he been standing here, looking at the women and 
the maidens coming to mass; with indifferent heart, 
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fexir separate and stolen moments ; for her wealthy- 
family observed h^ strictly, and still m(M*e a powetfol 
and jealous bridegroom. They nratnally confessed 
their love, but knew not what to do ; for he was a 
stranger, and coidd o£Per his beloved no such splendid 
fortune as she was entitled to expect. He now felt his 
poverty ; yet when he reflected on his former way gI 
life, it seemed to him that he was passing rich ; for his 
existence was rendered- holy, his heart floated for ever 
in the fairest emotion ; Nature was now becmne his 
friend, and her beauty lay revealed to him ; he felt him- 
self no longer alien from worship and rel^on ; and he 
now crossed this threshold, and the mysterious dimness 
of the temple, with far other feelings than in femner 
days of levity. He withdrew from his acquaintances, 
and lived only to love. When he walked through her 
street, and saw her at the window, he was happy for 
the day. He had often spoken to her in the dusk of the 
evening ; her garden was adjacent to « friend's, who, 
however, did not know his sebret. Thus a year had 
passed away. 

All these scenes of his new existence again moved 
through his remembrance. He raised his eyes ; that 
noble form was even then gliding over the square ; she 
shone out of the confused multitude like a sun. A 
lovely music sounded in his longing' heart ; and as she 
approached, he retired into the church. He offered her 
the holy water; her white fingers trembled as they 
touched his, she bowed with grateful kindness. He 
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fblloW6d her, and knelt down near her. His whole 
hewt was mel^g in sadness and lore ; it seemed to 
Mm as if, from the woonds of longing, his heing were 
bleeding away in fervent prayers ; every word of the 
priest went through him, every tone of the music poured 
new devotion into }aa bosom ; his lips quivered, as the 
fidr maiden pressed the crucifix of her rosary to her 
ruby mouth. How dim had been his apprehension of 
this Faith and this Love before I The priest elevated 
the Host, and l^e bell sounded ; she bowed more hum* 
bly, and crossed her breast ; and, lik« afiash, U struck 
tiu'ougb all his powers and feelings, and the image on 
the ahar seemed alive, and the coloured dimness of the 
windows as a light of paradise; tears flowed fi»t£rom 
his eyes, and allayed the swelling fervour of his heart. 

The service was concluded. He again offieted her 
the consecrated font ; they spc^e some words, aad she 
withdrew. He staid behind, in order to excite no no* 
tice ; he looked after her till the hem of her ganaei^ 
vanished round the comer ; and he felt like the wan* 
derer, weary and astray, from whmn, in the thick fo* 
rest, the last gleam of the setting sun departs^ He 
awoke from his dream, as an old withered hsskl slapped 
him on the shoulder, and some one called him by namei 

He started back, and recognised his Mend, the testy 
old Albert, who lived apart from men, and whose soli* 
tary house was open to Ferdinand alone : <' Do yon 
remember our engagement?'* said the hoarse husky 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



152 LUDWIG TIECK. 

voice. '< O yes/' said Ferdiiiaiul : '< and will you per- 
form your pi^mise to-day ?" 

<< This veiy hour/' replied the other, << if yott like to 
follow me." 

They walked through the city to a remote street, 
and there entered a large edifice. <' To-day," said the 
(Ad man^ << you must push through with me into my 
most solitary chamber, that we may not be disturbed." 
They passed through many rooms, then along some 
stairs ; they wound their way through passages : and 
Ferdinand, who had thought himself familiar with the 
house, was now astonished at l^e multitude of apart- 
ments, and the singular arrangen^ent of the spadous 
building ; but still more, that the old man, a bachelor, 
and without family, should inhabit it by himself, with 
a few seFeants, and never let out any part of the su- 
perfluous room to strangers. Albert at length unbolted 
a door, and said: " Now, here is the place." They 
entered a large high chamber, hung round with red 
damask, which was trimmed with golden listings ; the 
chairs were of the same stuff; and, through heavy red 
silk curtains covering the windows, came a purple light. 
^< Wait a little," said the old man, and went into an- 
other room. Ferdinand took up some books : he found 
them to containstrange imintelligible characters, circles, 
and lines, with many curious plates ; and from the little 
he could read, they seemed to be works on alchemy ; 
he was aware already that the old man had the reputa- 
tion of a gold-maker. A lute was lying on the table, 
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singalarly overlaid with mother-of-pearl^ and coloured 
wood ; and representing birds-and flowers in very splen- 
did forms. The star in the middle was a large piece of 
mother-of-pearl, worked in the most skilful manner into 
many intersecting circidar figures, almost like the cen- 
tre of a window in a Gothic church. '< You are looking 
at my instrument," said Albert, coming back ; <'it is two 
hundred years old : I brought it with me as a memo- 
rial of my journey into Spain. But let us leave all that, 
and do you take a seat.*' 

They sat down beside the table, which was likewise 
covered with a red clotk; and the old man placed upon 
it something which was carefully wrapped up. << From 
]Mty to your youth," he began, << I promised lately to 
predict to you whether you could ever become happy 
«r not ; and this promise I will in the present hour per- 
form, though you hold the matter only as a jest. You 
need not be alarmed, for what I purpose will take place 
without danger ; no dread invocations shall be n^ade by 
me, nor shall any horrid apparition terrify your senses. 
The business I am on may fail in two ways : either if 
you do not love so truly as you have. been willing to 
persuade me ; for then my labour is in vain, and nothing 
will disclose itself ; or, if you shall disturb the oi'ade 
and destroy it by a useless question, or a hasty move- 
ment, should you leave your seat and dissipate the 
figure ; you must therefore promise me to keep yourself 
quite still." 

Ferdinand gave his word, and the old man unfolded 
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from its cloths the packet he had placed on the table. 
It was a golden goblet, of very skilful and beautiful 
workmanship. Round its broad foot ran a garland of 
flowers, intertwined with m3nrtles, and various other 
leaves and fruits, worked out in high chasing with dim 
and with brilliant gold. A corresponding ring, but still 
richer, with figures of diildren, and wOd Ht^e animals 
playing with them, or flying from them, wound its^ 
about the middle of the cup. The bowl was beauti- 
fully turned ; it bent itself back at the top as if to meet 
die lips ; and within^ the gold sparkled with a red glow. 
Old Albert {^aced ^e cup between Mm and the youth, 
whom he then beckoned to come nearer. << Do you 
not feel something," said he, << when your eye loses 
itself in this splendour ?" 

^ Yes,'' answered !lf ^dmand, << thi^ brightness glan- 
ces into my inmost heart ; I m^t almost say I felt it 
like a kiss in my longing bosom." 

<< It is right, then I" said the old man. *^ Now let not 
your eyes wander any more, but fix them stead&stly 
on the glittering of this gold, and lliink as intensely as 
you can of the woman whom yoti love." 

Both sat quiet for a while, looking earnestly upon 
the gleaming cup. Ere long, however, Albert, with 
mute gestures, began, at first slowly, then faster, and 
at last in rapid movements, to whirl his outstretched 
finger in a constant circle round the glittcor of the bowl. 
Then he paused, and recommenced his circles in the 
opposite direction* After this had lasted for a little. 
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Faxlinand b^an to think he heard the sound of urasic ; 
it dknie as from without, in some distant street, but 
soon the tones approached^ they quivered more distinct* 
If through the air ; and at last no doubt remained with 
him that lliey were flowing from the hollow of the 
cup. The music became stronger, and of such piercing 
power, that the young man's heart was throbbing to 
the notes, and tears were flowing from Ins eyes. Busily 
old Alb^B hand now moved in Tarious lines across 
liie mfn^ of the goblet ; and it seemed as if sparks 
were issuing from his fingers, and darting in forked 
courses to the g^d, and tinklh^ as they met it. The 
glittering points increased ; and followed, as if strung 
(fa threads, the movements of his finger to and fro ; 
tiiey shone with yarious hues, and crowded more and 
more together till they jdned in unbroken lines. And 
now it seemed as if the old man, in the red dusk, were 
stretching a wondrous net over the gleaming gold ; for 
he drew the beanm this way and that at pleasure, and 
wove up with them the opening of ihe bowl ; they 
obeyed him, and remained there like a cover, wavaring 
to and fro, and playing into one another. Having so 
fixed them, he again described the circle round llie 
rim ; the music then moved off, grew fainter and faint- 
er, and at last died away. While the tones departed, the 
sparkling net quivered to and fro as in pain. In its in« 
creasing agitation it broke in pieces ; and the beaming 
threads rained down in drops into the cup : but as the 
drops fell, lliere arose from them a ruddy cloud, which 
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moved within itself in manifold eddies, and momited 
over the brim like foam. A bright point darted with 
exceeding swiftness through the cloudy circle, and be- 
gan to form the Image in the midst of it» On a sudden 
there looked out from the vapour as it were an eye ; 
over this came a playing and curling as of golden locks ; 
and soon there went i^ soft blush up and down the 
shadow, and Ferdinand beheld the smiling face of his 
beloved, the blue eyes, the tender cheeks, the fedr red 
mouth. The head waved to and fro ; rose clearer and 
more visible upon the slim white neck, and nodded to- 
wards the enraptured youth. Old Albert still kept cast- 
ing circles round the cup ; and out of it emerged the 
glancing shoulders ; and as the fair form moimted more 
tod more from its golden couch, and bent in lovely kind- 
ness this way and that, the soft; curved. parted breasts 
appeared, and on their summits two loveliest rose-buds 
glancing with sweet secret red. Ferdinand fancied he 
felt the breath, as the beloved form bent waving towards 
him, and almost touched him with its glowing lips ; in 
his rapture he forgot his promise and himself; he started 
up and clasped that ruby mouth to him with a kiss, and 
meant to seize these lovely arms, and Hft the enrapturing 
form from its golden prison. Instantly a violent trem- 
bling qiuvered through the lovely shape ; the head and 
body broke away as in a thousand lines ; and a rose was 
lying at the bottom of the goblet, in whose redness that 
sweet smile still seemed to play. The longing young 
man caught it and pressed it to his lips ; and in his 
burning aidour it withered and melted into air. 
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<< Thou hast kept thy promise badly," said the old 
man, with an angry tone ; <^ thon hast none but thyself 
to blame." He again wrapped up the goblet, drew 
aside the curtains, and opened a window: the clear 
daylight broke m ; and Ferdinand, in sadness, and with 
many fruitless excuses, left old Albert still in anger. 

In an agitated mood, he hastened through the streets 
of the city. Without the gate, he sat down beneath the 
trees. She had told him in the morning that she was to 
go that m'ght, with some relations, to the country. In- 
toxicated with love, he rose, he sat, he wandered in the 
wood : that fair kind form was still before him, as it 
flowed and mounted from the glowing gold ; he looked 
that she would now step forth to meet him in the splen- 
dour of her beauty, and again that loveliest image broke 
away in pieces from his eyes ; and he was indignant at 
himself that, by his restless passion and the tumxdt of 
his senses, he should have destroyed the shape, and 
perhaps his hopes, for ever. 

As the walk, in-iihe afternoon, because crowded, he 
withdrew deeper into the thickets ; but he still kept 
tho distant highway in his eye ; and every coach that 
issued from the gate was carefully examined by him. 

The night approached. The setting sim was throw- 
ing forth its red splendour, when from the gate rushed 
out the richly gilded coach, gleaming with a fiery bright- 
ness in the glow of evening. He hastened towards it. 
Her eye had abcady seized him. Kindly and smiling- 
ly she Jeaned her glittering bosom from the window ; 
he caught her soft salutation and signal ; he was stand- 
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ing by the coach, her full look feU on his, and as she 
drew back to move away, the rose which had adorned 
her bosom flew otCt, and lay at his feet. He lifted it, 
and kissed it ; and he felt as if it presi^d to him that 
he should not see his lored one any more, that now his 
happiness had faded away from him for ever. 



Hurried steps were passing up stairs and down ; the 
whole house was in commotion ; all was bustle and tu- 
mult, preparing for liie great festiyities of the marrow. 
The mother was the gladdest and most active; the 
bride heeded nothing, but retired into her chamber to 
meditate upon her changing destiny. The family were 
still looking for their elder son, the captain, with his wife ; 
and for two elder daughters, with their (lusbands : 
Leopold, the younger, was maliciously busied in increa- 
sing the disorder, and deepening the tumult ; perplex- 
ing all, while he pretended to be furthering it. Aga- 
tha, his still unmarried sister, was in vmn endeayourii^ 
to make him reasonable, and persuade him simply to do 
nothing, and to let the rest have peace ; but her mother 
said : " Never mind him and his folly ; for to-day a 
little more or less of it amounts to nothing ; only this 
I b^ of one and all of you, that as I have so much to 
think about already, you would tronble me with no 
fresh tidings, unless it be of something that espedally 
ameems us. I care not whether any one have let 
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some duna fall» whethw one spoon or two spoons are 
wantini^, whether any of the stranger servants have 
been breaking windows ; with all such freaks as these, 
IbegyoawoaldnotTezmebyreconntingtheni, W&ce 
these days of tumiilt over, we wiU reckon matters ; not 
dnthen." 

** Bravely spokeni mother I" cried her son ; << these 
sentiments are worthy of a governor. And if it chance 
that any <^ the niiids shoald break her neck; tlie cook 
get tipsy, or set the diimney on fire ; the bntler, for joy, 
let all the malmsey run upon the floor, cat down his 
throat, yon shall not hear a word of such small tricks. 
If, ind^d, an earthquake were to overset the house I 
That, my dear mother, could not be kept secret." 

" When will he leave his folly I" said the mother : 
<< What must thy sisters think, ^dien they find thee 
every jot as riotous, as when they left thee two years 
ago?" 

<< They must do justice to my force of character,'* 
said Leopold ; << and grant that I am not so changeable 
as ihey or their husbands, who have altered so much 
within these few years, and so little to their advan- 

Hie bridegroom now entered, and inquired for the 
bride. Her maid was sent to call her. " Has Leopold 
made my request to you,* my dear mother ?** said he. 

** I did, forsooth ?'' said Leopold. << There is such 
confosion here among us, not one of them can think a 
neasonable thought.'* 
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The bride entei^, and the young pair joyftdly Bala« 
ted one another. << The request I meant," continaed 
the bridegroom, << is this : That yon would not take it 
ill, if I should bring aitother guest into your hous^ 
which, in truth, is full enough already.'* 

" You are aware yourself," replied the mother, "that 
extensive as it is, I could scarcely find another cham- 
ber." 

** Nothwithstanding, I hare partly managed it al- 
ready," cried Leopold ; " I have had the large apart- 
ment forbished up." 

" Why, that is quite a miserable place," replied the 
mother ; << for many years, it has been nothing but a 
lumber-room." 

" But it is splendidly repaired," said Leopold ; " and 
our friend, for whom it is intended, does not mind such 
matters, he desires nothing but our love. Efesides, he 
has no wife, and likes to be alone ; it is the very place 
for him. We have had enough of trouble in persuading 
him to come, and show himself again among his fellow- 
creatures." 

" Not your dismal conjuror and gold-maker, certain- 
ly ?" cried Agatha. 

^ No other," said the bridegroom, " if you will stiH 
call him so." 

" Then do not let him, mother," said the sister. 

*^ What should a man like that do here ? I have seen 

Jiim on the street with Le<^old, and I was positively 

frightened at his face. The old sinner, too, almost never 

7 
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goes to church ; he lores n^thw God nor man ; and it 
cannot come to good to bring snch infidels under the 
roof, on a solemnity like this. Who knows \^hat may 
be the consequence I" 

<< To hear her talk !*' 'said Leopold, in aiiger. << Thdu 
condenmest without knowing him; and because the 
cut of his nose does not please thee, and he is no long- 
er young and handsome, thou ccmclndest him a wi- 
zard, and a servant of the Deidl,*' 

*^ Grant a place in your house, dear mother," said 
^ bridegroom, << to our old friend, and let him take a 
part in our general joy. He seems, my dear Agatha, 
to have, endured much suffering, which has rendered 
him distrustful and misanthropic ; he avoids all society, 
his only exceptions are Leopold and myself. I owe him 
mudi ; it was he that first gave my mind a good di- 
rection ; nay, I may say, it is he alone that has render- 
ed me perhaps worthy of my Julia's love." 

'* He lends me all his books," continued Leopold ; 
<* and, what is more, his old manuscripts ; and what is 
more still, his money, on my bare word. He is a man 
of the most christian turn, my little sister. And who 
knows, when thou hast seen him better, whether thou 
wilt not throw off thy coyness, and take a fancy to him, 
ugly as he now appears to thee ?" 
. " Well, bring hiin to us," said the mother ; « I have 
had to hear so much of him from Leopold already, that 
I h^ve a curiosity to be acquainted with him. Only 

VOL. II. L 
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yo« must answer for it, that I cannot lodge hhn bet- 
ter/' > 

Meantime, strangers were announced. They were 
members of the fiamily, the married daughters, and the 
officer ; they had brongfat their children with them. The 
good old lady was delighted to behold her grandsons ; 
all was welcoming, and joyful talk ; and Leopold and 
the bridegroom, having also given and received their 
greeting, went away to seek their ancient melancholic 
firiend. 

Hie latter lived most part of the year in the coun- 
try, about a league from town ; but he also kept a little 
dwelling for himself in a garden near the gate. Here, 
by chance, the young men had become acquainted with 
him. ^ They now found him in a coffeehouse, where 
they had previomly agreed to meet. As the evening 
had come on, they brought him, after some little con« 
versation, directly to the house. 

The stranger met a kindly welcome from the mother ; 
^e daughters stood a little more aloof from him. Aga- 
^ especially was shy, and carefully avoided his lodcs^ 
But the first general coraplim^its were scarcdy over, 
when the old man's eye appeared to settle on the bride^ 
who had entered the apartment later; he seemed as if 
transported, and it was observed that he was struggling 
to conceal a tear. The bridegroom rejoiced in his joy, 
and happening sometime afker to be standing with him 
by a side at the window, he took his hand, and asked 
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him : << Now, what ihmk you of my lorely Julia ? Is 
the not an angel?" 

** Of my friend I" replkd the old man, with emotion^ 
** such grace and beauty I have never seen ; or ralJi^, 
I should say (for that expression was not just), she in 
^80 fair, soraTii^Hng, so heavenly, that I feel as if I had 
h»^ known her ; as if she were to me, utter stnmger 
^ though she is, the most fiamiliar form of my imagina- 
tion, some shape which had always been an inmate of 
mybeart.'' 

** I understand you," said the young man : '' yes, th^ 
tndy beautififl, the great, and sublime, when it over- 
powers us with astonishment and admiration, still does 
not surprise us as a thing foreign^ never hedt'd of, never 
seen ; but, <m the odier hand, bur own inmost nature 
in sndi mom^ts become^ clear to us, our deepest re- 
membrances are awakened, our dearest feelings made 
aKve." 

The stringer, during supper, mixed but little m the 
coBvtosation; his looks were fixed on the bride, so 
earnestly and constantly, that she at last became em^ 
barrassed and alarmed. The captain told of a campaign 
which he had served in ;• the rich merchant of his spe- 
enhittons and the bad times ; the country gentleman, 
of the improvements which he meant to make in hit 
estate. 

Supper being done, the bridegroom took his leave, 
returning Ux the last time to his lonely chamber ; for 
in fiiluiB it was settled that the married pair were to 
live in the mother's house, their chambers were al- - 
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ready fornished. The company dispersed, and Leopold 
conducted the stranger to his room. << You will excuse 
us/' said he, as they went along, ^^ for having been 
obliged to lodge you rather far away, and not so com- 
fortably as our mother wished ; but you see, yourself, 
how numerous our family is, and more relations are to 
come to-morrow. For one thing, yon will not run away 
from us ; there is no finding of your course through 
this en<Hinous house." 

They went through several passages, and Leopold at 
last took leare, and bade his guest good-night. The 
servant placed two wax-lights on the table ; then asked 
the stranger whether he should help him to undiess, 
and as the latter waived his help in that particular, he 
also went awiay, and the stranger found himself alone. 

** How. does it chance, then," said he, walking up 
and down, << that this Image springs so vividly from 
my heart to-day? I forgot the long past, and thought 
I saw herself. I was again young, and her voice sound- 
ed as of old ; I thought I was awakening from a heavy 
dream ; but no, I am now awake, and those fair mo- 
ments were but a sweet delusion." 

He was too restless to sleep ; he looked at some pic- 
tures on the walls, and then round on ^e chamber. 
" To-day," cried he, << aU is so familiar to me, I could 
almost fancy I had known this house and this apart- 
ment of old." He tried to settle his remembrances, and 
lifted some large books which were standing in a cot' 
ner. As he turned their leaves, he shook his head. A 
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Inte^^case was leaning on the wall ; he opened it, and 
found a strange old instnunent^ time-worfi, and with- 
out the strings. *< No, I am not mistaken I*' cried he, 
in astonii^iment ; *^ this lute is too remarkahle ; it is the . 
Spanish Inte of my long-departed friend, old Albert ! 
Here are his magic books ; this is the chamber where 
he raised for me that blissfdl vision ; the red of the 
tapestry is Med, its golden hem is become dim ; but 
strangely vivid in my heart is all pertaining to those 
hours. It was for this the fear went over me as I was 
coming hither, through these long complicated passages 
where Leopold conducted me. O Heaven ! On thk 
very table did the Shape rise budding forth, and grow 
up as if v^atered and refreshed by the redness of the 
gold. The same image smiled upon me here, which has 
almost driven me crazy in the hall to-night ; in that 
hall where I have walked so often in trustful speech 
with Albert I" 

He undressed, but slept veiy little. Early in the 
morning he was up, and looking at the room again ; he 
opened the window, and the same gardens and build- 
ings were lying before him as of old, only many other 
houses had been built since then. ^^ Forty years have 
vanished," sighed he, << since that afternoon ; and every 
day of those bright times has a longer life than all the 
intervening space.*' 

He was called to the company. The morning pass- 
ed in varied talk : at last the bride entered in her mar- 
riage-dress. As the old man no^ed her, he fell into 
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a Btate of agitation, such that e^ery cine obsared it. 
They proceeded to ^e church, and the marriage'Cere- 
mony was performed. The party was again at home, 
when Leopold inquired : ^^ Now, mother, how do you 
like our friend, the good morose old gentleman ?" 

<< I had %ured him, by your descripticm," said she, 
<< much more frightful ; he is mild and sympathetic, 
and might gain from one an honest trust in him.'' 

<< Trust ?" cried Agallia ; << In these burning fright- 
ful eyes, ^ese thousand-fold wrinkles, that pale sunk 
mouth, that strange laugh of his, which looks and 
sounds so mockingly ? No ; God keep me from sudi 
friends I If evil spirits ever take the shape of men, they 
must assume some shape like this." 

<< Perhaps a younger and more handsome one," re- 
plied the mother ; ^' but I cannot recognise the good 
old man in thy description. One easily observes that 
he is of a violent temperament, and has inured hims^ 
to lock up his feelings in his own bosom ; perhi^ too, 
as Leopold was saying, he may have encountered many 
miseries ; so he is grown mistrustful, and has lost that 
simple openness, which is especially the portion of the 
happy.'' 

The rest of the party entered, and broke off their 
conversation. Dinner was served up ; and the stranger 
sat between Agatha and the rich merchant. When the . 
toasts were beginning, Leopold cried out : M Now, stop 
a little, worthy friends ; we must have the golden gob- 
kt down for this, then let it travel round.*' 
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He wMrinngy bat hMmotber beckoned Um to k^ 
bis seat : << Tboa wilt not find it," said sbe, << for ^ 
pfate it all stowed elsewhere.'' She walked ont rapidly 
to seek it herself. 

** How brisk and busy is our good old lady still !'* 
obseryed the merchant. ^ See how nimbly she can 
moye, with all her breadth and we^ht, and reckoning 
nxty by this time of day. Her &ce is always bright and 
joyfnly and to-day she is particolarly happy, for she sees 
herself made young again hi Julia." 

The stranger gave assent, and tbe lady entered widi 
the goblet. It was 'filled with wine, and began to cir- 
culate, each toestmg what was dearest and most pre* 
dons to Imp. Jnlia gare the wel&re of her hndband, 
he the love of his &ir Jnlia; and thus did erery one as 
it became his tam. The moth^ lingered, as the goblet 
came to her. 

<< Come, quick with it," said the captain, somewhat 
hastily and nidely ; ^' we know, you recktm all men 
fidthless, and not one among them worthy of a woman's 
loye. What, then, is dearest to you 7* 

His mother looked at him, while the mildness of her 
Intow was on a sudden overspread with angry serious- 
ness. ^ Since my son," said she, << knows me so weD, 
and can judge my mind so rigorously, let me be per- 
mitted noi to speak what I was thinking of, and let him 
endeavour, by a life of constant love, to falsify what 
be gives out as my opinion." She pushed the goblet oo, 
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without drinking, aod the comtNiny was for a while 
embarrasaed and disturiied. 

<< It is reported," said the merchant, in a whimper, 
turning to the stranger, '< that she did not lo^e her hus- 
band ; but another, who {m>¥ed feithless to her. She 
was then, it seems, the finest woman in the city/' 

When the cup reached Ferdinand, he gazed upon it 
with astonidunent ; far it was the very goblet out of 
which old Albert had called forth to him the lovely 
shadow. He looked in upmi the gold, and the waving 
of the wine ; his hand shook ; it would not have sur- 
prised him, if from the magic bowl that glowing Form 
bad again mounted up, and brought with it his vanish- 
ed youth. <^No r said he, after ^some time, half-alond, 
*' it is wine that is gleaming here T* 

*< Ay, what else ?' cried the merchant, laughing : 
** Drink and be merry." 

A thrill of terror- passed oVer the old man ; he pro- 
nounced the name '* Francesca" in a vehement tone, 
and set the goblet to his lips. The mother cast upon 
him an inquiring and astonished look. 

'* Whence is this bri^t goblet ?" said Ferdinand, 
who also felt ashamed of his embarrassment. 

^^-Many years ago, long ere I was bom," said Leo- 
pold, <^ my father bought it, with thits house and all its 
furniture, from an old solitary bachelor ; a silent man, 
whom the neighbours thought a dealer in the Black Art.** 

The stranger did not say that he had known this old 
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man ; for his whole beiiig was too much perplexed, too 
like an enigmatic dream, to let the rest look into it, 
eFen from afor. 

The doth being withdrawn, he was leiit alone with 
the mother, as the young imes had retired to make 
ready for the ball. << Sit down by me," said the mo- 
ther ; ** we will rest, for our dancing years are past ; 
and if it is not rude, allow me to inquire whether yon 
have seen our goblet elsewhere, or what it was that 
moYed you so intensely ?" 

<< O my lady,** said the old man, ** pardon my fool- 
ish violence and emotion ; but ever sinee I crossed your 
threshold, I feel as if I were no longer myself; eyery 
moment I forget that my head is grey, that the hearts 
which loyed me are dead. Your beautiful daughter, idio 
is now celebrating the gladdest day of her existence, 
is so like a maiden whom I knew and adored in my 
youth, that I could reckon it a miracle. Like, did I 
say ? No, she is not like ; it is she herself ! In this 
house, too, I haye ofien been ; and once I became ac- 
quainted with this cup in a manner I shall not f<H^t.*' 
Here he told her his adyenture. << On the eyening of 
that day," concluded he, << in the park, I saw my loyed 
one for the last time, as she was passing in her coach. 
A rose fell from her bosom ; this I gathered, she her- 
self was lost to me, for she proved faithless, and soon 
after married.*' 

** God in Heaven I** cried the lady, violently moved, 
and starting up, << thou art not Ferdinand ?" 
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** It 18 my name,*' relied he. 

« I am Fraacesca,'* said the lady. 

They sprang forward to embrace, then started and* 
denly back. Each viewed the other with investigating 
lodks ; both strove again to evolve from the ruins of 
Time those lineaments which of old they had known 
and loved in one another ; and as, in dark tempestaons 
nights, amid the flight ^ black douds, there are mo- 
ments when soHtary stars ambiguously twinkle forth, 
to disappear next instant, so to these two was them 
shown now and then from the eyes, from the brow and 
lips, the transitory gleam of some well-known fea- 
ture ; and it seemed as if their Touth stood in the dis- 
tance, weeping smiles. He bowed down, and kissed 
her hand, while two big drops rolled from his eyes. 
They then embraced each other cordially. 

<< Is thy wife dead ?" inquired she. 

<< I was never married,'* sobbed the other. 

<< Heavens I*' cried she, wringing her hands, << then 
it is I who have been fedthless I But no, not feithless. 
On netuming from the cotmtry, where I stayed two 
months, I heard from every one, thy friends as well as 
mine, that thou wert long ago gone home, and married 
in thy own country. They showed me the most con- 
vincing letters, they pressed me veh^nentiiy, they pro- 
fited by my despondency, my indignation ; and so it 
was that I gave my hand to another, a deserving hus- 
band ; but my heart and my thoughts were always 
thine/' 
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^ I never left this town,*' said Ferdinand ; *< but 
after a while, I heard that thoa wert married. They 
wished to part us, and they have succeeded. Thou art 
a happy mother ; I lire in the past, and all thy diildren 
I will lore as if they were my own. But how strange 
that we should never once have met I*' 

<< I seldom went abroad," said she ; ** and as my 
husband took another name, soon after we were mar- 
ried, from a pn^rty which he inherited, thou couldst 
have no suspicion that we were so near together." . 

'^ I avoided men," said Ferdinand, << and lived for 
solitude. Leopold is almost the only one that has at- 
tracted me, and led me out amongst my fellows. O my 
beloved friend I it is like a frightful spectre-story, to 
think how we lost, and have again found eaah other." 

As the young people entered, the two were dissolved 
in tears, and in the deepest emotion. Neither of them 
told what had occurred, the secret seemed too holy. 
But ever after, the old man was the friend of the 
house ; and Death alone parted these two beings, who 
had found each other so strangely, to reunite them in 
a short time, beyond the power of separation. 
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Hoffmann's Zf^ and Eemaifu have been publkhed, 
■hortly after his decease, ttid with an an^itnde of de- 
tail corresponding rather to the popularity, than to the 
intrinsic merit, of the subject ; for Hoffinann belongs to 
that too numerous class of yirid and gifted literary 
men, whose genius, never cultured or. elaborated into 
purity, finds loud and sudden, rather than judicious or 
permanent admiration ; and whose history, full of er- 
ror and perplexed vicissitude, excites sympatiusing re- 
gret in a few, and unwise wonder in many. From this 
Work, which is honestly and modestly enough written, 
and has, to all appearance, been extensively read and 
approved of, I borrow most of the foUdwing particulars. 

Ernst Theodor Wilhelm Hofifmaiin was bom at Kd- 
nigsberg, in Prussia, on the 24th of January 1776. 
I|is fiither occupied a post of some dignity in tha ad- 
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mimstration of Justice ; the mother's relattres were also 
engaged in the profession of Law ; most of them respec- 
tably, some of them with considerable influence and 
reputation. The elder Hoffmann is said to hare been a 
man of talent ; but his temper and habitudes were ir- 
regular ; his wife was sickly, sensitire, and perhaps que- 
rulous and tmcompliant : in ourEmsttheir second child's 
third year, the parents discovered that they could not 
live together ; and, apparently by mutual consent, dis- 
solved their ill-assorted imion. The father withdrew 
from K5nigsberg, to prosecute his legal and judicial 
engagements elsewhere ; and seems to have troubled 
himself no fa>d]eril[)out Ms o£^ring or old connex- 
ions rhe died, several years after, at Insterburg, where 
he had been stationed as a Judge in the Criminal Court 
of the Oberland. The other parent retired with young 
Ernst to her mother's house, also in Kdnigsberg ; and 
there, in painful inaction, wore out seventeen sick and 
pitiable years, before death put a period to her suffer- 
ings. Prior to the separation, the elder child, also a 
boy, had gone astray into wicked courses, and at last 
set f<H*th as an infant prodigal into the wide world. The 
two brothers never met, though the elder is said to be 
still in life. 

Cut off from his natural guardians and directors, 
young Hoffmann seems to have received no adequate 
compensation for the want of them, and his early cul- 
ture was but ill conducted. The grandmother, like her 
daughter, was perpetually sick, neither of the two al- 
most ever stirring from their ro<mis. An unde, retired 
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with the barren title of Jnstizrath from an abortire 
practice of Law, took charge of the boy's education ; 
but little Otto had no insight into the endowments 
<Mr perv^mllee of his nephew, and spent much fruitless 
effort in endeayouring to train the frolicsome urchin to 
a clockwork life like his own ; for Otto lived by square 
and rule ; his history was a rigid, strenuous, methodi- 
cal procedure ; of which, indeed, except the process of 
digestion, frdthfully enough paformed, the result, in 
Otto's case, was nothing. An tmmarried atmt, the only 
other member of the family, the <mly member of it 
gifted with any share of sense, appears to have had a 
truer view of young Hoffmann ; but she loved the little 
rogue too well ; and her tenderness, thoi^h repaid by 
equal and cimtinued tenderness <m his part, perhaps 
hurt him more than the leaden constraint of his uncle. 
For the rest) the boy did not let the yoke Ke too heavy 
on his shoulders : Otto, it is true, was his teacher, his 
chamber-mate and bed-mate ; but every Thursday, the 
little Justizrath went out to pay visits, and the pupil 
could then celebrate a day of bedlam jubilee : in a little 
while, too, by superiority of natural cimning, he had 
sounded the Justizrath ; and from his twelfth year, we 
are told, he scarcely ever spoke a word with him, exr 
c^t for purposes of mystification. In this prim circle, 
he grew up in almost complete isolation ; for, by reason 
of its fantastic strictness, the household was visited by 
few ; and except one boy, a nephew of the Author 
HippeVs, with whom he accidentally became acquaint- 

VOL. II. M 
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ed, Uoffiaanaliad ao cowpinkm bin hit tooliah iiad» 
•adbntoofbndlraiit* WithydvpgHii^lliisiiKtiaifM^ 
■lore and Biore incre«6ed ; and it is feasant to lecoid 
•I both, iJiat this early connexion continued uabr^kBi^ 
aften warm and helpfol, throngk many chants of ior- 
tnae ; HaffiBSADn's acho<44Tiend «tood by his de»(b4)ied» 
and took his £EU«weU of htm with lame beart-feU tea»# 

For classical instrnctiony he was early sent to the 
prnbUc sdiod-^f K^oigsberg ; but tifi his thirteenth or 
fovrteenth year, he acfoired no taste for these pnr- 
fuita ; and remamed unnotioad by his teadier, and hy 
all Us adioolfeUows» except Hippel, rather disreapeded 
aiid ^riiked. Music and paiulang, in which also he hftd 
nastersy w«re aftore to his taste : in a short while^ ho 
eoubd Imtaey to adflairation on the harpsichord ; «mI 
dMre was no oobuc visage in Konigdberg which he had 
mat dcetdied in caricature. His tiny stature (for in 
jnetotfa, as in manhood, he was little, and << incrediUy 
Msk") gifnng him tm almost infontine «^[^>earaBoe» 
iddtd nfew wonder to these attainments ; and so young 
£nist became a mnsicBl and pictorial prodigy ; to the 
110 tendl «omfort i^ Justizrath Otto, who dcdiig^ted ito 
observe that the ilittle imp, who had played him op 
tiumy B<Mrry tricks, aadeo often e^eraot the steady ma- 
diiaeryicif his bousefaaldeconomy,waa turning o«t,«oi 
m Maokguaid, but n genins. 

WJlii mora pnidfeDoe and regukiity than cciidd lilifa 
been oxpcioted, Hofifaumn beiook himself ^ duo tisM, 
to finqpariugfor the legal profession ; to whicfa, as if by 
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hiri!irfitify dettkif , he wm appcnBted. In the Kttnige* 
herg Uairenily> mdeed, he confeeaed that Kant's pre* 
ktetione wrere a dead-letter to him^ thoi^h k wae «l 
^t time the ftehibn both for the wise aad siiii|ile i4 
be metaphysically transcendental: but he abstained 
from die riotous practices of his MloW'Biirsekeny and 
ptnned with etriot fid^ity the tashs by wfakdi he 
hoped ere long to gain an independent livelihood, ta»4 
be delivftied irom the thraldom of his gnMmolher and 
Jastizrath Otto. In this hope he labonred; ^Hkmng 
hiflMdtf BO vecreatiieny except once a^ijreek an ev^itiiif 
^iberary talk with his felloW'«tadent Hippel, and an 
oeeaflionai glaiace into Winkebnann, or other works on 
Aat^ V> whichy- as fermerly, the better part of his na^ 
Sam was passbaatdy devoted. 

Jn 1795, he passed his fot professioni^ trial) and 
was admitted Anscnltator of the Court of K^teigsberg^ 
an eatahlnhment administrative as weU as judicial ; M 
whidi, however, owing to the pressure of applieaaotty 
it was knpossible to give him full employmmit. Hub 
leisure, iriddh, with ae hot and impatient a spirit, linng 
hea^ enou^ on his hands, he endeavoared to M iql 
mth sdbaidiary fmrsuits : he gave private lessons m 
mmh ; he painted wild kndscapes, or grotesque ^gfores^ 
te vdnch ^^ a bold alternation of colour and dhade" gave 
a speoifie character ; he talked of men and things, with 
the PMMst epovtful faacy, or the moet hiting sarcasm t 
ill fine> he wrote two Novtis. One of these, at least, 
he hadhqiedte^seenipnnt; liar a boofcselier had re* 
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ceived it with some expressions of encouragement : but 
after half a year, his fair manuscript was returned to 
him, all soiled and creased, with an answer, that << the 
anomymity of the work was likely to hurt its sale.*' In 
the meantime, his situation had become still more per- 
plexed by a priyate incident in the style of the Nouvdle 
HehUe, One of his fair music-pupils was- too lovely 
and too soft-hearted : no marriage could be thought of 
between the parties, for she was for above him in rank ; 
and the contradictions and entanglements of this afiUr 
so pained and oppressed him, that he longed with dou- 
ble vehemence to be out of Kdnigsberg. At last, after 
much wavering and consulting, he snatched himself 
away, with a resolute^ indeed almost heroic effort, from 
the unpropitious scene ; and proceeded, in the summer 
of 1796, to Great Glogau in Silesia, where another 
unde, a brother of Otto*s, occupied a post in the Ad- 
ministration, and had promised to procure him employ- 
ment. 

In Grreat Glogau he did not find the composure 
which he was in search of; his unde and his cousins 
treated him with great affection, and his labour was . 
not iricsome or unprofitable; but, in his letters, he 
complains incessantly of tedium, and other spiritual 
maladies : and, in 1798, he joyftdly took leave of Si- 
lesia, following his unde, who was now promoted to a 
higher legal post in Berlin. Here, too, the young ju- 
rist continued only for a short time. Having passed 
his third and last trial, the examen rigorosum, and ibis 
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with uo common applause, he was 80011 afterwarcb ap- 
pomted Assessor of the Court at Posen, in South 
Prussia (Poland); whither he proceeded in March 
1800. 

With Hoffmann's removal to Poland, begins a new 
era of his life : he was now director of his own actions, 
and unhappily he did not direct them well. At Berlin, 
and even at Great Glogau, he had been accustomed to 
enliyen the routine of legal duty by the study of Art ; 
for which the public collections of pictures, and the 
numerous professors of music, had in both cities af- 
forded considerable opportunity. In Posen, these re- 
sources were alnidged ; there was little music, little 
painting; his official associates were dry week-day 
men, who woriced hard at their desks, and lived hard 
when enfranchised from them ; without taste for litera- 
ture, or art of any kind, except it were the art of cook- 
ery and brewing. The Poles ako were a lively, jolly 
people, and much addicted to ^^ strong Hungary wine.*' 
Hoffmann yielded too far to the custom of the land; and 
here, it would seem, contracted habits of irregularity, 
from which he could never after get delivered. An-r 
other refuge against tedium, derived from his own 
peculiar resources, was even less to be excused. In 
private hours, he had condescended to become the 
scandalous chronicle of Posen, and to sketch a series 
of caricatures, exhibiting, under the most ludicrous, 
yet recogniseable aspects, a great number of indivi- 
duals and transactions; sparing no rank or relation, 
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where he fimcied himself to hare been proYoked, or 
thought his satire might be expected to tell. (>■ oo- 
6aBi<m of k masquerade, a gay oompsBieay his fiertaro 
brother-in-law, equipped himself like anltalian hawke#; 
and proceeding to the ball wil& bis pestilent #are in 
his baskety distributed tiie pictures, each picture to 
soine ill-wisher of the person whom it represented ; and 
th^n vanished from th^ room. For the first half hd«r, 
dieSre was a gelieral triuniph ; whic^, oft comparing 
ndtes, passed intd a genieral wail. The author Wtt* 
flipeedOy d^tec^ed : his talent, llie only thing Mteiif«Me 
IB the transaetien, betrayed him, and liie punisinMnt 
folldwed dese on ihe offence. Intelligence was aeiit 
to B^ifo ; and the patent, lying ready for signatttrsi 
Win^h ^buM hare made him Riith (CounoiUor) it 
Poste, was chtoged for a similar af^ointment at Plodt $ 
a dwnge which, in all points, he regarded Us aa extte^ 
btlt which his best friends could not help adlinttk^ 
that he had richly merited. 

Frdm Plozk he fiedled not to emit his Tristis; soHcit* 
iog, i^fith pressing dam^tness, delirerance fr^m his Fa* 
fish Tomos. What was more to the purpose, he seems 
to have amended his conduct : he had married while 
in Posen ; his wife^ a feir Poless, was possessed of 
many graces, and 6f contentment and submissiveueM 
without limit ; aild the husband was beginning to sub- 
fltitate the duties and enjoyments of domestic and stu^ 
dious life, for the r«felry and riot in which of late he 
had nittch tod deeply mingled. In his official capacity, 
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hm 9mdmiy and peneverance sq fmr gBinad on lot an- 
paiiora, that at longtby by tfae influence of Hippel and 
9iAer friends^ lie waa transfBired from Plozk to War^ 
fliiir $ after having qscnt two regretfnl, bnt diligent, and 
not nnprofitaUe yean, in this provincial seclusion. In 
the summer of 1804i, he hastened to his new destinar 
tion, which his £uioy had decked for him in all the co« 
lours of hope. 

To Hof&aann, the Polish capital was like a vast per- 
petual masquerade ; and for a time he enjoyed its exo* 
ticy ma&y-*colonred aspect, the more from its contrast 
with his late way of life. His public duty was not dif^ 
fienlt, and he p^ormed it punctually ; his salary smiff 
ficed him ; ^diere were theatres ^aid music on every 
hand ; and the streets were peopled with a modey tu^ 
mult oiihe stiiBgest forms : << gay silken Polesses, talkf 
ing and promenading over ^oad stately squares ; ^e aJlf 
cmt venerable Polish noble, with mouslnches, caftan, 
saah, and red or yellow boots ; the new race equipped «s 
WnDMUoilact^ables ; with fweigoers of every nation ;*' 
not exdnding long^bearded Jews, puppetshow-men, 
monks, Jtnd daneiag-4ieara. In « little while, Hoflt 
maun had formed some acquatntances among the human 
j^art of the throng ; with one Hitzig, his colleague in 
office, he established a lasting intimacy. It began oddly 
pnnugh : one day the two were wiJking heme together 
imax the €ourt, and engaged in laboriens, stinted, nnd 
formai oonvjersation, whenHofibiaon,asking^e€haim&> 
ter of same individiial, tfae other aiiAwened, in the wocdA 
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of Falstaff, that he waa '< a fellow in buckcam ;'' a phrase 
which enlightened the caustic visage of Hoffmann, at all 
times shy to strangers, and at once raised him into one 
of his brilliant commnnicatiye moods. This Hit2ig» 
himself a man of talent and energy, was of great ser- 
vice in assisting Hoffmann's intellectnal culture while 
at Warsaw, and stood by him afterwards in many dif- 
ficult emergencies. 

An enthusiast dilettante prepared a new source of in- 
terest to Hoffmann, by a scheme. which he proposed of 
erecting a Musical Institution. By dint of great eflfort, 
the dilettante succeeded in procuring subscribers ; first 
one deserted palace, then a larger one, was purchased 
for a hall of meeting : and Hoffmann, seeing that the 
scheme was really to take effect, now Entered mto it 
with heart and hand. He planned ihe arrangement of 
the rooms in the New Hessource .* for their decora- 
tions, he sketched cartoons, part of which were paint- 
ed by other artbts, part he himself painted ; not for- 
getting to introduce caricature portraits of many honest 
subscribers, whom, by wings and tails, he disguised as 
sphinxes, gryphons, and other mythological cattle. His 
time was henceforth divided between his Court and this 
Musical Ressource : here, perched on his scaffold, 
among his paint-pots, with the brush in his hand, and 
a bottle of Hungary by his side, he might, in free hours, 
be seen diligently working, and talking in the mean- 
while to his friends assembled below. If called to any 
furidical function by an extraordinary mandate from 
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the Predideiit> he would ck^ his painter's-jacket, clam- 
ber down from his scaffold^ wash his hands^ and, to the 
sorprise of parties, transact their business as rapidly 
and correctly, as if he had known no other employ- 
ment. 

The Musical Ressource prospered beymid expecta- 
tion : brilliant concerts were ^yen ; all that was fisdrest 
and gracefollest in Warsaw attending, or eren assist- 
ing : Hoffinann officiated as leado" in their perform- 
ance ; and, espeddly in Mozart's pieces, was allowed 
to perform his part with consummate skill. Ere long, 
however, thdse melodious festivities were abruptly do- 
sed. News came of the battle of Jena ; Russian fore- 
posts entered the city; Tartars, Cossacks, Bashkirs 
increased the chaos of its population. In due time, 
arrived French envoys to treat of a surrender; the 
Prussians mounted guard with their knapsacks on; 
and one monung tidings spread over the city, that the 
Praga bridge of boats was <m fire, that the Russians and 
Prussians were retiring on the one side, and Murat's 
adfanoed-gnard entering by the other. The rest is easy 
to conceive : the Prussian government was at an end 
in Warsaw; Ho£fmann's Collegium honestly divided the 
c<mtents of their strong-box, then closed the partner- 
ship, and dispersed, each whither he listed, to seek 
safety and new employment. 

To most of them this was a grievous stroke : not to 
Hoffmann. For him, Warsaw was still a fine variegated 
spectacle ; he had money enough for present wants ; of 
the future^ he took little heed, or thought loosely that 
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hfctmM liT« by Art, and that Art wm fin* belt0r tkm 
Lorr. LMviog'hishffgelioiide, wberehbpiineMeMif 
ed faaiklly safe ftma milhaiy rkiience, he took refog* 
m the garret of the Mnucal Retsonroe : here was hit 
pianoforte and a library, here his wife and only child ; 
Without, were Napoleon and his generals^ reviews, 
nstauraiguny theatres, churches willi mmioal works ; 
and abundance of fellow4oiingers to attend him in these 
utnnsenients. It was not till after a serere attadc oi 
ftitety and the most visible oontracdon of Ins poise, that 
he seriously bethought him what he was to do* A sad 
i^ioQgh otitlook I For Art, .which had seemed so be- 
nignant at a distance, was shy and maccessible when 
actually applied to for bread. Hitzig had hastened off 
to Berlin, and there opened a boek^^afaop, in h^e of 
better times : but his accounts of mumcal iwo€ts in iksX 
city were discouragmg * and for the joouney to Viett- 
na, which he adirised and gare letters to forward, 
Hoffinann had now no funds. His uncle in Berlin wbb 
dead % from little Otto nothing could be drawn: ^ 
perplexity was thickenings and the means of iini»nil>- 
ling it were daily diminishing. For the present, he ra- 
solred to leare his wife and daughter at BoseD^ with 
their relations, and to risit Beriin himself in quest of 
some employment. 

In Berlin he could find no empk^rment idiaiteTer, 
either as a portrait-painter, a teadier, mr at composer 
of mumc ; meanwhile the last remnant of his cash, his 
poor six FriedMichs d*or, were one n^^ filched from 
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hu ttwmk ; and news cone fron^ Posen, tfatt b» Ihtle 
C^oilni was dead, and fan wife dangerously ilL In tins 
tJrtremity, his heart for a wh^ had n%h failed hifio ; 
hnA he again gathered ccmrage, and made a freA at- 
tmpti He piMished in the newspapers an adtertise^ 
tmint^ oSmAg bimeelf as Mnsic-director, en the most 
nederate terms^ in any theatre ; and was happy enongh, 
tefti afterwards, to indke an engagement of the kind 
be wished, with the managers of the fiamherg stagey 
ai that tune under the patronage of the Count ron 
Soden. 

To an ordinary t^nper, this rery humble prefeTi* 
nent would hare offered but a mortifying contrast with 
temer affluence and official respectability: Hofiinaim^ 
however, siiw in it the means of realizing his long^he* 
fished wi^, a life devoted to Art ; and hastened to his 
Bamberg nlusical appointment with gayer hopes thail 
he had erer fixed on any ddier prospect. Had money 
er economical comfort been his diief object, he must 
have fdt himself cruelly disappmnted : mischance on 
mJsdMmce b^ell the Bamberg theatre ; contradiction 
«n the bade of contradiction awaited the new Music* 
director, whose life, for the next seven years, differs in 
no outward respect from that of the most unprosperous 
strolling player. Nev^theless, he made no complaint ; 
pei^ps he rcidly felt little sorrow. << This must do," 
writes he in his Diary, << and it will do ; for now I shall 
never more have a Rdath ex AcHs to write while I 
live, and so the Fountain of all Evil is dried up." In a 
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wealthier fttation^ he might have compoeed more ope- 
ras, and painted more caricatures ; but it is possible 
^Aough the world might never have heard of him as a 
writer. The fate of his first two novels had p^haps 
disgusted him with authorship : his studies at least had 
long pointed to other objects ; nor was it choice, but 
necessity, which now led him back to literature. After 
many stagnations, the Bamberg theatrical cash-box had 
at length become entirely insolvent; portrait-painting^ 
and music-teaching, were inadequate to the support of 
even a frugal household : Ho£fmann, who, in all his 
straits, appears to have disdained pecuniary assistance, 
now wrote to Rochlitz of Leipzig, Editor of the Mu- 
sicalische ZeUung (Musical Chronicle), soliciting em- 
ployment in this Work ; and, by way of testimonial, 
transmitting some of his recent performances. The 
letter itself, written with the most fantastic drollery, 
was testimonial enough : Hoffmann was instantly and 
gladly accepted ; and in ten days, two essays were pre- 
pared and dispatched ; the first of a long series, after- 
wards collected, enlarged, and given to the world un- 
der the title of Fantasiestucke, in Collet's Mcmier 
(Fantasy-pieces, in the style of Callot*), with a pre- 
face by Jean Paul Friedrich Richter, to whom Hoff*- 
mann had paid a visit while at Bamberg, 

* Some of my readers may require to be informed that Jacques 
Callot was a Lorraine painter of the seventeenth century ; a wild 
genius, whose Temptation of St Antony is said to exceed, in 
chaotic incoherence, that of Teniers himself. 
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The tncip9«nt author was delighted with his new 
task ; and Rochlitz and his readers no less so with its 
execution. These JFatUasiestucke turning chiefly on 
Music, exclusirely on Art, were afterwards to make 
him known to the world as a brilliant and peculiar wri- 
ter ; and they served for the present to augment his 
scanty funds, to bring him into favour and employment 
as a musical composer, and at last to deliver him from 
Bamberg. In 1813, by the management of Rochlitz, 
he formed an engagement at Dresden, again as Music- 
director, in the theatre of one Seconda. This appoint- 
ment he hailed as a most propitious change ; but his 
theatrical career was not destined anywhere to be 
smooth. Misfortunes, almost destruction, overtook him 
even on his journey : Seconda he soon found to be a 
driveller ; the opera shifted from Dresden to Leipzig^ 
and from Leipzig to Dresden ; the country was full of 
Cossacks and Gens d'armes, and Hoffmann's operatic 
melodies were drowned in the loud clang of Napoleon's 
battles. Till the end of 1814, he led a life more che- 
quered by hard vicissitudes than ever : now quarrelling 
with Seconda, now sketching caricatures of the French ; 
now writing JFantasieSy now looking at Battles ; some- 
times sick, often in danger, generally light of heart, and 
always short of money. The Golde^i Pot, one of the 
JFantasiestucke, which follows this Introduction, was 
begun in Dresden, shortly before the Battle of Leipzig, 
while the cannoii of the Allies was bombarding the 
city ; with grenadoes bursting at the writer's very hand, 
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T)ie reFolutum of Europe, whieh restored m mmtf 
sovttz^eigns to their thrones, restored Hoffinaim to hii 
chair of offi^. He amyed at Berlin ia Septettoiher 
1814 s was provided with employnent ; reinatated un 
Jm former ri^M» of seniority; and two yjeara after- 
waixjsy promoted, in conaeqnenee, to he Rath ia tha 
Kammergerichty or Exchequer Court of ^ oapifiiJ. 

Hoffmana'fl situation, aBfcer all his huffe^ngs^ migiit 
Vfm he considered enviable : the income of hb post 
was aiu{4y sufficient, and its labour not ezceesiif e ; hn 
best fri^ads were ia his neig^bouihood, Hitoig 
working iwith him at the same table ; his publk 
duct was Irrepnehenfiible, and his htenuy fame wt» 
rapidly spreading* The Fantasiestiidte were ahreadj 
universally popular ; the EHaeiere des Teufeb (Devil's 
Elisir, a novel in two volumes, since translated into 
English) had just been given to the ckcidating libcfr* 
ries ; and his opera oX Undmey which Fonqui6 had ver* 
sified f<^ Hoffinann!s music, was brought out oa the 
B^Un stage with loud {^udiis, and reviesped with 
praises by Weber himself. Hoffmann was happy; aoMl 
had he been wise, might still have continued happy : 
bjpit he was not wise, and in this cup of joy there laric- 
ed for him a deadly pokwrn. 

Berlin, like most oilier cities, prides itself in faaiag 
nopewbajt of a modern Athene ; and Hoffmann, itfaa 
Ur^er /of th^ day, was invited with ^ wurmeet 
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blaadnhnieiits t6 partieipttle ia iu inutic»l and Ulwwy 
tei. But m these polisbed cirdet Hoffinaim p]x>qpered 
ill: lie was sharp'^tenpered; Tain, indeed, bat transcend* 
antly vaiB ; he required the wittiest talk or the most 
emiFe audience; and had a heart^atred to inanity^ 
hswerer gentle and refined. When Ins company jgrew 
tirasome, he '< made the most temfic hees ;^ would aa« 
swer the languishing raptures of some perfumed eritio 
by an obsenration 4m the weather ; would transfix half 
a dosen harmless dilettanti through the Titais, each on 
his several bolt ; nay, in the end, give y&Lt to his spleen 
by talking like a sheer maniac ; ia short, never cease till» 
ins way <ir other, the hapless circle was reduced to ut- 
ter desolatioB. To this intellectual beveragpe he was sd- 
dom twice mvited ; and, ere Icmg, the musical and lite- 
rvy Tea^^im was for him a closed fountain. 

Yet Hoffinann could not do without society, without 
excitement, and now not well without exclusiye admi- 
ration. Hb old friends he had not forsaken, for he ad- 
dom, and wkh di^BlcuHy, got intimate with a stranger ; 
b«t their quiet life could not content him : it was clear 
that the enjoyment he sought was only to be found 
among gay kNOgbter-loimag topers, as a guest at their 
tahle, or still better, as their soTereign in the wine* 
be«se. '' The ovder of his life, from 1816^ downwards," 
says his Biographer, ^ was this : On Mondays and 
Thursdays he passed his forenoons at hk post in the 
lIwaimergeiRebt ; on other days at home, in woddng^ 
itie afternoons he reg«darly «pent in sleep, to which, in 
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summer, perhaps be added walking : the eyeningB and 
nights were devoted to the tavern. Even when out in. 
company, while the other guests went home, he reti- 
red to the tavern to await the morning, bef(M:e which 
time it was next to impossible to bring him home.*' 
Strangers who came to Berlin went to see him in the 
tavern ; the tavern was his study, and his pulpit, and 
his throne : here his wit flashed and flamed like anAurO' 
ra JBorealiSy and the table was for ever in a roar ; and 
thus, amid tobacco-smoke, and over coarse earthly 
liquor, was Ho£fmann wasting faculties which might 
have seasoned the nectar of the gods. 

Poor Hoffmann was oh llie highway to ruin ; and 
the only wonder is, that with such fetal speed, he did 
not reach the goal even more balefully and sooner. His 
official duties were, to the last, punctually and irre- 
proachably performed. He wrote more abundantly 
than ever ; no Magazine Editor was contented with- 
out his contributions ; the Nachtstucke (Ni^t-pieces) 
w^e published in 1817 ; two years afterwards, Klein 
Zcuihes, r^arded (it would seem falsely) as a local sa- 
tire ; and at last, between 1819 and 1821, appeared in 
four successive volumes, the SerapionsMider, contain- 
ing most of his smaller tales, collected from various fu- 
gitive publications, and combined together by dialogues 
of the Serapion'brethrenj a little club of friends, which 
for some time met weekly in Hoffmann's house. The 
Prinzessin BrambiUa (1821) is properly another 
Fantasy-piece: The Lebensaussichten des Kaier Murr 
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(Tom-cat Mutt's Philosophy of Life), published in 
1820 and 1821, was meant by the author as his mas- 
ter-work ; but the third Tolume is wanting ; and the 
wild anarchy, musical and moral, said to reign in the 
first two, may for eyer remain unreconciled, 

Mean^diile, Hoffinann's tarem orgies continued un- 
abated, and his heahh at last sank under them. In 
1819, he had suffered a renewed attack of gout ; from 
which, howeyer, he had recoyered by a journey to the 
Silesian baths. On his forty-fifth birth day, the 24th 
of January 1822, he saw his best and oldest friends, 
including Hiteig and Hippel, assembled round his 
table ; but he himself was sick ; no longer hurrying to 
and fro in hoq>itable assiduity, as was his custom, but 
confined to his chair, and drinking bath water, while 
his guests ^n^ere enjoying wine. It was his death that 
lay upon him, and a moumfrd lingering death. The 
disease was a Tabes dorsaUs; limb by limb, from his 
feet upwards, for fiye months, his body stijflbned and 
died. Hofimann bore his sufferings with inconceivable 
gaiety ; so long as his hands had power, he kept wri- 
ting ; afterwards, he dictated to an amanuensis ; and 
four of his Tales, the last, Der Feind (The Enemy), 
discontinued only some few days before his death, 
were composed in this melancholy season. He would 
not believe that he was dying, and he longed for life 
with inexpressible^deore. On the evening of the 24th 
of June, his whole body to the neck had become stiff 
and powerless ; no longer feeling pain, he said to bid 

VOL. II. N 
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Doctor: << I shall soon be througfa it now/' — << Yesi" 
said the Doctor, « you will soon be through it." Next 
morning he was evidently dying : yet about eleren 
o'clock he awoke from his stupor ; cried that he was 
well, and would go on with dictating the Feind that 
night ; at the same time calling on his wife to read 
him llie passage where he had stopt. She spdce to him 
in kind dissuasion 2 he was silent; he motioned to be 
tamed towards the wall; and scarcely had ^i^ been 
done, when the fatal sound was heard in his throat, and 
in a few minutes Hoffinann was no more. 

{ioffmann's was a mind for which proper cul- 
ture might have done great things : th^re lay in it the 
elements of much moral worthy and talents of almoBt 
the highest order. Nor was it weakness of Will that 
so far frustrated these fine endowments ; for in many 
trying emergencies, he proved that decision and perse- 
verance of resolve were by no means denied him. Un- 
happily, however, he had found no sure principle of 
action ; no Truth adequate to the guidance of such a 
mind. What in common minds is called Prudence, was 
not wantii^, could this have sufficed ; for it is to be ob- 
served, that so long as he was poor, so long as the fet- 
leiB of every-day duty lay round him, HolSmlum was 
diligent, unblameable, and oven praisewor&y; but 
these wants once supplied, these fetters once owt off, 
his wayward spirit was without fit direction or restndnt, 
and its fbe faculties rioted in wild disorder. In the 
practical concerns of life, he felt no interest ; in religion 
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he seenift not to have belieyed^ or even disbeliered ; he 
never talked of it^ or would hear it talked of: to politics 
he was eqnally hoelile, and equally a stranger. Yet the 
wages of daily laboor, the solace of his fiye senses, and 
the imerconrse of social or gr^;arions life, were far 
from con^^eting bis ideal of enjoyment : his better sonl 
langniahed in these barren scenes, and longed for some 
worthier hwne. This home, vidu^pily, he wi|s notdes- 
tmed to find. He soogfat fm: il; in the Poetry of Art ; 
imd the aim of his writmgs, so fi»r as they have smy Bbpa, 
as they are not mere intcarjections, expressing the casual 
moods of lus mind, was con^antly the celebration and 
onfi^ding of this the best and ti^nest doctrine which he 
had lo.preach* But hmne too his common £uUng seems 
to have beset him : he Wed Art with a deep but scarce- 
ly widi a piare \om ; not as tJie fountain of Beaufy, but 
as the fountain of refined fSpj^ymei^t ; he demanded 
from it not heayeidy peaee, but earthly exci^ment ; as 
indeed thifragfa bis wbple life, ha had n^yer learned 
the truth that for humai^ f^mls a continuance of pfbssi ye 
pleasure 19 inooQceiyables has vot opiy beei^ denied us 
by Natwre, but camio^ and cofdd not be gronted. 

From all this tbcare grew up in Hofim^mn's cbmM:- 
ter scnnethmg player-like, something false, totwling, 
and tawdry, which we trace both in his writings and 
his conduct* His philosophy degenerates into leyity, 
his magaaninuty into bombast : the light of bis fine 
mind is not sunshine, but the glitter of an artificial 
fire«work* As in Art, so in Life h(6 had failed to dis- 
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cover that ^* agreeable sensaticms*' are not the highest 
good. His pursuit of these led him into many de^ 
nous courses, and the close of his mistaken pilgrimage 
was — ^the tavern. 

Yet if, in judging Hoffmann, we are forced to con* 
demn him, let it be with mildness, with jmstice. Let 
OS not forget, that fm: a mind like his, the path of pro- 
priety was difficult to find, still more difficult to keep. 
Moody, sensitive and faEuitastic, he wandered throu^ 
the world like a foreign presence^ subject to influences 
of which common natures have happily no glimpse; 
A whole scale of the most wayward and unearthly 
humours stands recorded in his Diary : his head was 
for ever swarming with beautiful or horrible chimeras ; 
a common incident could throw his whole being intd 
tumult, a distorted face or figure would abide with him 
for days, and rule over him like a spell. It was not 
things, but ^< the shows of things," that he saw ; and 
the world and its business, in which he had to live 
and move, often hovered before him like a perplexed 
and spectral vision. Withal it should be remembered 
that, though never delivered from Self, he was not cruel 
or unjust, nor incapable of generous actions and the 
deepest attachment. His harshness was often misintet- 
preted ; for heat of temper deformed the movements 
. of kindness ; mockery also was llie dialect in which be 
spoke and even thought, and often, under a ^m or 
bitter smile, he could veil the wounds of a bleeding 
heart. A good or a wise man we must not call him : 
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bnt to others his presence was beneficieiity his injuries 
were to himself ; and am<Hig the ar^mury population 
of this world to note him with the mark of reprobation 
were nngratefal and nnjnst. 

His genius formed the most important element ci 
his character, and of course participated in its faults. 
There are the materials of a g^rious poet, but no poet 
has been fashimied out of them. His mind was not 
cultivated or brought under his own dominion; we 
admire the rich ingredients of it, and regret that they 
were never purified, and fused into a whole. His life 
was disjointed : he had to labour for his bread, and he 
followed three different arts ; what wonder that in none 
of them he should attain perfection ? Accordingly, ex- 
cept peHiaps as a musician, the critics of his country 
deny him the name of an Artist : as a poet, he aimed 
but at popularity, and has attained little more. His in- 
tellect is seldom strong, and that only in glimpses ; his 
abimdant humour is too often £iilse and local ; his rich 
and gorgeous fancy is continually distorted into crotch- 
ets and caprices. In fact, he elaborated nothing ; above 
all, not himself. His knowkdge, except in the sphere of 
Art, is not extensive ; fOr an author, he had read bnt 
little ; criticisms, even of his own works, he never look- 
ed into ; and except Richter, whom he saw only once, 
he seems never to have met with any individual whose 
conversation could instruct or direct him. Human na- 
ture he had studied only as a caricature painter : men, 
it is said, in fact interested him chiefly as mimetic oh- 
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jecta.} their fsomnloii dmngs and desdnf wm wklHmt 
besttty for hiiiiy aad he observied and copied tiiem only 
in th^ lextittvagattcie^ and htdicirons dkteiftioBs* 1& 
worka were written willi incredible spedd^ and they bear 
many maikd of h^ate : it is sddmn that any piece is 
p^ectedy that Ita brilliant and often. genuine demenls 
jare blended in harmonioaB omon. On the largest of 
hm ocwopleted Novels, ibe JSUxiare dee Tei^^lm hkB*> 
flrif set noTaluerand '^e Eiaiier Murr, which he mecmt 
for la hi^ki^ ohject, h^ did not live to finii^ nor is it 
thought he conld have finished it. His smaller pieces 
were mostly written for trkbsitoty piibliGali<Hi% and 
too often whh only s traniitory exk^Uencd. We do 
not read them wiihont interest^ without high aisttse^ 
inent) but the second reading plewes weree than the 
first : fdr thesis too little meaning in that bright ex- 
traragance^; it is bikt the kmried copy of tlie pbm- 
. taisms t^tfch for eiirer idasquonded throng the anthbr's 
imnd ; it \em reaemUbs the creation of a poet, than the 
^eaA^ of an ot»tan-ei^ter. 

With tbese fiinlts a rigorous criticism may diarge 
HoffioBlmn, and this the more strictly, the greater his 
talent, the more undoubted his capability and obliga- 
^on to avoid them. At the same time, to rc^'ect Ms 
claim, as has been d(^e, to what the poets call their 
immortality, seems hard measure. If Callot and Te- 
niers, his models, still figure in picture gallmes; if 
Rabelais continues, after centuries, to be read, and 
even the Ca^ph Vtttheky after decades, still finds ad- 
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miren, ihe products of a mind so ImlUaiit, wild, and 
smgnlar, as that of Hoffinann, may long hover in the 
remembrance of the world ; as objects of cariosity^ of 
censure, and, on the whole, compared with absolute 
Nonentity, of entertainment and partial approval. For 
the present, at least, as a child of his time and his 
comitry, he is not to be overlooked in any survey of 
German Literature, and least of all by the foreign stu- 
dent of it 

Among Hoffinann's shmrter performances, I find 
Meiskr Mcartm noted by bis critics as the most per- 
fect : it is a story of ttident Nteiberg, and worked 
up in a style which even reminds us of the Author of 
Waverley. Neverdielefs, I have selected Ais CroAlne 
Toff, as likelier to intenst the Engladi reader : it has 
more of tin imhi^ but also more of t^e «xodlleneM 
peoniiaff to its mrthor, and ezhilHts a nmdi tnier pic- 
tare of his indiiddaaiity. To reoomfmend it, criticisms 
would be unavailiBg : there is no deep art involved in 
its composition ; to imads alive to the graces of Eeum^, 
and £^Msed to pardon even its abbenations when 
splettdid uid kindly, this Mg&nrehen wiU speak its 
wiiole meaning for itself, and to others it has little or 
nothing to say. The most tolerant will see in it much 
to pardon ; but even under its presrait disadvantages 
they may perhaps rec<^;ni8e in it the erratic footsteps of 
a poet, and lament with me that his course has ended 
80 far eSuHt of the goal^ 
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THE GOLDEN POT. 



FIRST VIGIL. 



The Mishaps of the Student Anselmus. Ckmredar 
Pauhuxnn s TobacothbaXyOndthe Gold^green Snakes. 

On ABcension-day, abcmt three o'clock in the after- 
noon, there came a yonng man ronning throng the 
Schwaizthor, or Black Gate, oat of Oresd^, and right 
into a basket of i^ples and cakes, which an old and ^ery 
ngly woman was there exposing to sale. The crash was 
prodigious ; all that escaped being squek^ed to jneces, 
was scattered away, and the street-urchins joyfully di- 
vided the booty which this quick gentleman had thrown 
them. At the murder-shriek which the crone set up, her 
gossips, leaying their cake and brandy tables, encirded 
the young man, and with plebeian yiolence stormfidly 
scolded him : so that, for shame and vezatimi, he ut- 
tered no word, but merely held out his small, and by 
no means particularly well-filled purse, which the crone 
eagerly clutched, and stuck into her pocket. The firm 
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ring now opened ; but as the young man started off, 
the crone called after him : « Ay, run, run thy ways, 
Oiou Devil's bu^ I To the Crystal run 1 to the Crys- 
tal!" The squealing, creaking voice of the wmnan* 
had something unearthly in it : so that the promenaders 
paused in amazement, and the laugh, which at first had 
been universal, instantly died away. The Student An- 
selmus, for the young man was no other, felt himself, 
though he did not in the least understand these singu- 
lar phrases, nevertheless seized with a certain involun- 
tary horror ; and he quickened his steps still more, to 
escape the curious looks of the multitude, which were 
all turned towards him. As he worked his way through 
the crowd of well-dressed people, he heard them mur- 
muring on all sides : « Poor young fellow I Ha I what 
a cursed beldam it is r The mysterious words of the 
crone had oddly enough given this ludicrous adventure 
a wart of tragic turn ; and the youth, before unobserved, 
was now looked after with a certain sympathy. The 
ladies, for his fine shiqpe and handsome fece, which the 
glow <^ inward anger was rendering still more expres- 
sive, forgave him this awkward step, as well as the 
dress he wore, though it was utterly at variance with 
all mode. His pike-gray frock was shaped as if the tai- 
lor had known the modem form only by hearsay ; and 
his well-kept black satin lower habiliments gave the 
whole a certain pedagogic air, to which the gait and 
gesture of the wearer did not at all correspond. 
The Student had almost reached the end of the al-^ 
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ley wbkh leads out to thelinke Bath ; bat bis breaili 
could stand sach a rate no longer. From running, be 
took to waUdng; but acarcely did be ^et dare to lift an 
eye from tbe ground; foff:he still saw ap^es and cakes 
dancing round bim ;. and every kind Jook frem tbis or 
tbat foir damsel was to Inm but tbe reflex of tbe moddng 
laugbter at tbe Schwaiztfaor. In tbis mood, be bad got 
to. tbe ^itnmoe df the Bath : one group of bofidaypeo- 
ple bUbk the 6ther were moving in* Munc of wind- 
instruments resounded from tbe place, and the din of 
merry guests waa gro wii^ louder and louder. Tbe po<^ 
Student Ans^mus was almost on the point of weeping ; 
for be too bad expected, Ascension-day having always 
been a ^Eumly-feslival with him, to participate in the 
felicities oftheLinkean paradise ; nay, he bad purposed 
even to go the length oi a half portion of coffise with 
rum, and a whole bottle. of double beer ; and that be 
mi^t carouse at his ease, bad put more money in his 
purse than was entirely conveni«it or advisable. And 
now, by this fetal step into the a{^>le4>asket, all that 
be had about him had been sw^t away. Of c(^ee> of 
douUe or single beer, of music, of looking at the bright 
damsels ; in a wordy of all his fancied enjoyments, there 
was now nothing more to be said. He glided slowly 
past ; and at last turned down the Elbe road, which at 
that time happened to be quite solitary. 

Beneath an elder-tree,which had grown out through 
the wall, he found a kind green resting-place : here he 
sat down, and filled a pipe from the Sanilateknaster, oi 
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Heahb-tdbaeco-boX) of wbieh bis Mend tbe Conrector 
PtahnttDki bad lately made bim a present. Close before 
bim^ rolled and cbafed die gokl-dyed wares of tbe fair 
j^be-atreiai : belnnd tbis rose lordly Dresden, atretdi- 
ing, bold and prond> its ligbt towers into tbe airy sky ; 
wbkb again^farllier off^ bent itself down towards iowery 
nlfBlids find fidssb i^nringmg wo^ds ; and in tbe dim <&- 
tance^ a range of aznre peaks gaye notice of remote 
Bobemia But, beedless of tbis, tbe Stodent Ansebnns, 
looking gloomily before Um, btew fortb bis smoky 
donds into the air^ His efaagrin at lengtb became «n- 
dible, and he said : '' Of A truths I am b<nn to losses 
and crosses fat my life long ! That in boyhood, at 
Odds or Eyens, I could neyer once gitess the right way ; 
that my bread and bntter always feH on the buttered 
side ; of all these sorrows I will not speak i but is it 
not a frightful destiny^ that now> whe% ia spite of Sa- 
tan, I bare become a student, I must still be a jolthead 
as bdbre ? Do I eyer put a new coat on, without ihe 
first day mneariiigit with tallow, or on some in-sfiutened 
nail or other, tearing a cursed hole in it ? Do I erer 
bow to any Councillor or any lady, without pitching the 
hat out of my hands^ or eyen shding away on the 
emooth payement, and shamefblly oyersettmg ? Had I 
not, eyery market-day, while m Halle, a regular simi of 
from tkree to four groschen to pay for bn^cen pottery, 
the Deyil putting it into my head to walk straight fm'- 
ward, like a leming-rat ? Hare I ey^ once got to my 
c<^ge, or any place I was appointed to» at the right 
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time ? What availed it that I set out half an hour be^ 
fore, .and planted myself at the door, with the knocker 
in my hand? Just as the clock is going to strike* 
sense I some Devil ponrs a wash-basin down on me, or 
I bolt against some fellow coming out, and get myself 
engaged in endless quarrels till the time is clean gone. 

" Ah I well-a-day I whither are ye fled, ye blissful 
dreams of coming fortune, when I proudly Uiought 
that here I might even reach the height of Privy Se- 
cretary ? And has not my evil star estranged from me 
my best patrons ? I learn, for instance, that the Coun- 
cillor, to whom I have a letter, cannot suffer crept 
hair ; with immensity of trouble, the barber fastens me 
a little cue to my hindhead ; but at the first bow, his 
unblessed knot gives way, and a little shock, running 
snuffing about me, frisks off to the Privy Councillor 
with the cue in its mouth. I spring after it in terror ; and 
stumble against the table, where he has been working 
while at breakfast ; and cups, plates, ink-glass, sand- 
box, rush jingling to the floor, and a flood of chocolate 
and ink overflows the Relation he has just been wri> 
ting. * Is the Devil in the man?* bellows the furious 
Privy Councillor, and shoves me out of the room. 

<< What avails it that Conrector Paulmann gave me 
hopes of a writership : will my malignant fate allow 
it, which everywhere pursues me ? To-day even I Do 
but think of it ! I was purposing to hold my good old 
Ascension-day with right cheerfulness of soul : I would 
stretch a point for once ; I might have gone, as well as 
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any other guest, into Linke a Batb, and called out 
proudly : ^ Marqneur I a bottle of double-beer ; best 
sort, if you please I' I might have sat till far in the 
evening ; and, moreover, close by this or that fine party 
of well-dressed ladies. I know it, I feel it I heart would 
have come into me, I should have been-qxute another 
man ; nay, I might have carried it so fisu*, that when 
one or other of them asked : * What o'clock may it be ?' 
or ' What is it they are playing ?* I should have started 
u{^ with light grace, and without overturning my glassy 
or stumbling over the bench, but in a curved posture, 
moving one step and a half forward, I should have an* 
swered : < Give me leave, mademoiselle I it is the over- 
ture of the Donanweibchen /' or, < It is just going to 
strike six.* Could any ^lortal in the world have taken 
it ill of me ? No I I say ; the girls would have looked 
over, smiling so n^ishly ; as they always do when I 
pluck up heart to show them that I too understand 
the light tone of society, and know how ladies should 
be spoken to. And now the Devil himself leads .me 
into that cursed apple-basket, and now must I sit mo- 

pii^ in solitude, with nothing but a poor pipe of *' 

Here the Student Anselmus was interrupted in his so- 
liloquy by a strange rustling and whisking, which rose 
close by him in the grass, but soon glided up into the 
twigs and leaves of the elder-tree that stretched out 
over his head. It was as if the evening wind were sha- 
king the leaves ; as if little birds were twittering among 
the branches, moving their little wings in capricious 
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(hitter to and fro. Then he heard a whispering and 
lisping ; and it seemed as if the blossoms were souid- 
ing like little crystal bells. Anselmns listened and lis- 
tened. Ere long, the whispedng, and lisping, and tink- 
ling, he himself knew not how, grew to faint and half* 
scattered words : 

*< 'Twixt thi» way, 'twixt that ; 'twixt branches, 
'twixt blossoms, come shoot, come twist and twirl 
we I Sisterkin, sisterkin I up to thef sinne ; up, down, 
through and through, quick ! Sun-rays yellow ; even«- 
tng-wind whispering ; dew-drops pattering ; blossoms 
all singing : sing we with branches and blossoms I Stars 
soon glitter ; must down : 'twixt this way, 'twixt that, 
come shoot, come twist, come twirl we, sistarkin !" 

And so it went along, in confused and confusing 
speech. The Student Anselmus thought : ** Well, it 
is but the evening-wind, which to-night truly is whis- 
pering distinctly ^ough." But at iJiat moment tiiero 
sounded over his head, as it were, a triple harmony 
of clear crystal bells : he looked up, and p^ceived three 
little Snakes, glittering with green and gold, twisted 
round the branches, and stretching out their heads to 
the evening sun. Then, again, began a ^diispering and 
twittering in the same words as before, and the little 
Snakes went gliding and caressing up and down llutmgh 
the twigs ; and while they moved so rapidly, it was as 
if the elder-bush were scattering a thousand glittering 
emeralds through the dark leaves. 

^' It is the evening sun which sports so in die elder- 
bush/* thought the Student Anselmus ; but the bells 
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floonded again ; and Anselmna obiBenred that one Snake 
held out its little head to him. Through all his limbs 
there went a shock like electricity ; he quivered in his 
inmost heart : he kept gazing np; and a pair of glorious 
dark-blue eyes were looking at him with unspeakable 
longing ; and an unknown feeling of high^ blessedness 
and deepest soitow was like to rend his heart asunder. 
And as he kx^ced, and still looked, full of warm desire, 
into these kind eyes, the crystal bells sounded louder 
in harmonious accord, and the glittering emeralds fell 
down and encircled him, flickering round him in lliou- 
sand qwrkles, and sporting in resplendent threads of 
gM. The Elder-bush moTcdand spoke : << Thou layedt 
in my shadow ; my perfume flowed round thee, but 
diou understoodst it not. The perfume is my speech, 
when Loye kindles it," The Eremng Wind came ^i- 
^Bg past, and sdd 2 ^* I |^yed round thy temples, but 
thou understood'st me not. That breath is my speedi, 
when Love kindles it.*' The Sun-beam broke through 
the clouds, and the sheen of it burnt, as in words : << I 
overflowed thee with glowing gold, but thou under- 
stood'st me not : That glow is my speech, when Love 
kindles it." 

And, still deeper and deeper sunk in the view of 
these glorious eyes, his longing grew keener, his desire 
more warm. And all rose and moved around him, as 
if awakening to glad life. Flowers and blossoms shed 
their odours round him ; and their odour was like the 
lordly singing of a thousand softest voices ; and what 
they sung was borne, like an echo, ou the golden even- 
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ing clouds, as they flitted away, into far-off lands. But as 
the last sun-beam abruptly sank behind the hills, and 
the twilight threw its veil orer the scene, there came 
a hoarse deep voice, as from a great distance : 

'< Hey ! hey ! what chattering and jingling is that up 
there ? Hey I. hey I who catches me the ray behind the 
hills ? Simned enough, sung enough. Hey I hey I 
through bush and grass, through grass and stream. 
Hey 1 hey ! Come dow-w-n, dow-w-w-n I"^ 

So faded the voice away, as in murmurs of a distant 
thunder ; but the crystal bells broke off in sharp dis- 
cords. All became mute ; and the Student Ansehnus 
observed how the three Snakes, glittering and spark- 
ling, glided through the grass towards the river ; rus- 
tling and hustling, they rushed into the Elbe ; and over 
the waves where they vanished, there crackled up a 
green flame, which, gleaming forward obliquely, va- 
nished in the direction of the city. 



SECOND VIGIL. 

How the Student Ansehnus toas looked upon as drunk 
and mad. The crossing of the JElbe. Bandmaster 
Graun's Bravura. ConradCs Stomachic Liqueur, 
and the bronzed Apple-nooman. 

*' The gentleman is ailing some way I** ^d a d^* 
cent burgher's wife, who, returning from a walk with 
her family, had paused here, an^with crossed arms, 

I 
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was lookiiig at the mad pranks of the Student Ansel- 
mns* Anselmns had clasped the tnink of the elder-tiree, 
and was calling incessantly up to the branches and 
leaves : <« O gutter and shine once more, ye dear gold 
Snakes ; let me hear yom* little bell- voiciss once more I 
Look on me once more, ye kind eyes ; O once, or I 
most die in pain and warm longing I" And with this, 
he was sighing and sobbing from the bottom of his 
heart most pitifully ; and in his eagerness and impa- 
tience, shaking the elder-tree to and fro ; which, how« 
eyer, instead of any r^ly^ rustled quite stupidly and 
unintelligibly with its leaves ; and so rather seemed, as 
it wwe, to make sport of the Student Anselmus and 

hift S<NrTOW8. 

<< The gentleman is ailing some way I" said the burgh* 
er's wife ; and Anselmus felt as if you had shak«i him 
out of a deep dream, or poured ice-cold water on him, 
that he might awaken without loss of time. He now 
first saw clearly where he was ; and recollected what a 
strange app ariti^ had assaulted him, nay, so b^uiled 
his senses, as to make him break forth into loud talk 
with himself. In astonishment, he gazed at the woman ; 
and at last snatching up his hat, which had fallen to the 
ground in his tomsport, was for making off in all speed. 
The burgher himself had come forward in the mean- 
while ; and, setting down the child from his arm on the 
grass, had been leaning on his staff, and with amaze- 
ment listening and looking at the Student. He now 
pidced up the pipe and tobacco-box which the Student 

VOL. II. o 
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bad let faU^ mid, hddbg l&em ont to failD^ said : << Dcni^ 
take on so dreadfully, my worthy sir, or alann pei^e 
in the ^trk, when nothing is the matter, after all, bmt a 
drop or two of christian liquOT : go home, like a pretty 
Inan, and take a nap of sleep on it." 

The Student Anselmns felt exceedingly adiamed ; 
he nttered nothing but a most lamentable Ah I 

<< Foch I Pooh I" said the bmgh^, *^ never mind it 
a jot ; such a thing will happen to the best ; on good old 
Ascension-^ay a man may readily enough fmget Inm- 
Self in his joy, and gulp down a thought too much. A 
elergyman himself is m> worse for it : I presume, my 
worthy sir, youarea Candidaiuss — But, with your leave^ 
sir, I shall fill my pipe with your tobacco ; ndne went 
dtoe Ik little wMIe ago." 

Thk last sent^ce the blugber vttered while the 
Student Anselmus was about putting up his pipe and 
box ; and now the burgher slowly and deliberately 
cleaned his pipe, and began as slowly to fill it. Se* 
Teral burgher girls bad come up : these were speaking 
secretly with the woman and each other, and tittering 
as ihey looked at Anselmus. The Student feh as if he 
were standing on prickly thorns, and burning needles 
No sooner had he got back bis pipe and tobacco^tex^ 
than he darted off at the height of his speed. 

All the strange things he had seen were clean gone 
from Mb memory ; he nmply recoBected having bal^led 
aU manner of fooHsh stuff beneayi the elder-tree^ Has 
ifmk the voi« frigfatfvl to fain» as he entertmed torn 
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of old an inward iMinror agahist all aoliloqiikts. it it 
Satan thai chatters out of tjiem^ said has Rector ; and 
Anseliims bad honestly believed him. But to be regard* 
ed as a Candidaius TheologiiBj overtaken with drink 
en AMsension-day I The thought was intolerable. 

Runnings on with these mad vexationsy he. was just 
about turning up the Poplar Alley, by the Kosel gav- 
den, when a voice behind him called out : << Heir A»- 
sdmus I Herr Ansehnns I for the love of Heaven, wfai* 
ther are you running in such haste Y* The Student 
pimsed, as if rooted to the ground ; for he was convin- 
ced that now some new ndschance would befell hiM. 
The voice nose agun t << Herr AnselmBs, come back, 
then : we are waiting for you here at the water V* And 
now the Student perceived that it was his friend Con- 
rector PaulnMam's voice : he went back to the Elbe ; 
and found the Conreotor, with his two daughters, as 
¥rell as Registrator Heeibrand, afl on liie pomt of 
stef^ing into then* gondola. Conrector Pauhnann in** 
vited the Student to go with them across the Elbe, and 
then to pass the evenmg at his house in tiie Pima sub* 
nrb. llie Student Anselmns very gladly accepted 
t^ proposal ; thinking iJiereby to eso^ the maUg^ 
naat destiny, which had roled over him aU day. 

Now, as they were crossing the river, it cha n ced 
that, on the farther bank, in the Anton garden, a fire* 
work was just going off. Sputtering and hissii^, ^ 
rodcets went aloft, and their blaaing stars flew to fnecas 
in 4e air, scattering a thousand vague shoots and flash* 
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68 round them. The Student AnseLanui was sittmg by 
the steersman, sunk in de^ thought ; hat when he no- 
ticed in the water the reflection of these ctorting and 
wavering spadks and flames, he felt as if it was the lit*^ 
tie golden Snakes that were sportmg in the flood. AU 
the wonders that he had seen at the elder-tree again 
started forth into his heart and thoughts ; and again that 
unspeakable longing, that glowing desire, laid hold o£ 
him here, which had before agitated his bosom in pain- 
ful spasms of rapture. 

■ <^ Ah I is it you again, my little gcdden Snakes ? 
Sing now, O sing ! In your song let the kind, dear, 
daik*blue oyes, again appear torme— Ah I are ye und^ 
the waves, then ?" 

. So cried the Student Anselmus, and at the same 
time made a violent movement, as if he were for plun* 
. ging from the gondola into the river. 

"Is the Devil in you, sir ?" exclaimed the steers* 
man, and clutched him by. the coat-lnreast. The girls, 
who were sitting by him, shrieked in terror, and fled 
to the. other side of the gondola. Registrator Heer- 
brand whispered something in Conrector Paulmanh's 
ear, to which the latter answered at considerable length, 
but in so low a tone, that Ansdmus could distinguish 
nothing but the words : " Such attacks more than 
once ? — ^Never heard of it." Directly aft^ this, Conrec- 
tor Panlmsinn also rose ; and then sat down, with a cer- 
tain jBamest, grave, official mien, beside the Student An- 
selmus, taking hi^ hand, and saying: ** How are you, 
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Herr Anselmus ?" The Student Anselmns was like 
to lose his wits, for in his mind there was a mad con- 
tradiction, which he strove in vain to reconcile. He 
now saw plainly^ that what he had taken for the gleam- 
ing of the golden Snakes was nothing hut the image 
of the fireworks in Anton's garden : hut a feeling unex- 
perienced till now, he himself knew not whether it was 
rapture or pain, cramped his hreast together ; and when 
the steersman struck through the water with his helm^ 
so that the wares, curling as in anger, gurgled and 
chafed, he heard in their din a soft whispering : <' Ansel* 
mus I Anselmus ! seest thou not how we still skim 
along hefore thee ? Sisterkin looks at thee again : be- 
lieve, believe, believe in us I*' And he thought he saw 
in the reflected light three green-glowing streaks : but 
then, when he gazed, full of fond sadness, into the 
water, to see whether these gentle eyefs would not again 
look up to him, he perceived too well that the shine 
proceeded only from the windows in the neighbouring 
houses. He was sitting mute in his place, and inwardly 
battling with himself, when Conrector Paulmann re- 
peated, with still greater ^nphasis : << How are you, 
Herr Anselmus ?" 

With the most rueful tone, Anselmns replied : " Ah I 
Herr Conrector, if you knew what strange things I 
have been dreaming, quite awake, with open eyes, just 
now, under an elder-tree at the wall of Linke's garden, 
you would not take it amiss of me that I am a little 
absent, or so." 
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«< £y, ey, H«t Anseimua I" kitemipted Cotir^cUr 
Panlroaim, << I have alws^ taken yea for a solid yoimg 
man : but to dreanii to dream with yo«r eyes wide 
opeiiy and then, all at once, to start up for leapbig into 
the water I This, begging your pardon, is what only 
fools or madmen could do." 

The Student Anselmus was deeply si^Sected at \m 
finesid's hard saying ; tlien Veronica, Paidmann's eldest 
daughter, a most pretty blooming girl of sixteen, ad- 
dressed her father : << But, dear father, somediing sin- 
gular must have be&llen Herr Anselmus ; and perhaps 
he only thinks he was awake, while he may have really 
been asleep, and so all manner of wild sti^ has come 
iBto his head, and is still lyii^ in his thoughts." 

" And, dearest Mademoiselle I Worthy Conreefew I" 
cried Registrator Heerbrand, <' may one not, eveBL when 
awake, sometimes sink mto a sort of dreaming state ? 
I myself ha^e had such fits. One afternoon, for in- 
stance, during coffee, in it sort of brown study like this, 
in the special season of corporeal and spiritual diges- 
tion, the place where a lost Ad was lying occurred to 
me, as if by inspu*ati<m ; and last night, no farther gone» 
there came a glorious large Latin pap^ tripping out 
before my open eyes, in the yery same way.** 

*^ Ah I most honoured R^istrat<»r,*' answered €mi- 
rector Paulmann ; << you ha^e always had a tendency 
to the PoeUca; and thus one fialls into Contanes and 
romantic humours.** 

The Student Anselmus. however, was particubMrly 
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grst^ed Ikii in ^i* moti tramblooi tttvatuNiy wfaik im 
daager of being conaiderad drank or cnuvjr^ my on* 
should take kio part ; and tkongk it was akvadf pretty 
dark, he dioBght he noticed, for the first time, that Ve* 
roDica had nelly very fine daric bloe eyes, and this too 
without rememberiBg the strange pair whidi he had 
looked at in the elder-bosh, Oa the whole, the adyen- 
tore under the elder*b«ish had once more entirely Ta* 
nidied from the thoughts of the Student Ansdmus ; he 
felt himself at ease and light of heart ; nay, in the car 
priciousaess of joy, he carried it so far, that be offered 
a helping hand to his fair adrocate, Veronica, as she 
was stepping from the gondohi; and without nunre adcs 
as she put her ann in his, esonted her home with so 
miM^ dexterity and good luck, that he only missed his 
footing once, and this being the only wet spot in the 
whole read, only spattered Veronica s white gown a 
▼ery little by the incident* 

Conrector Paulmaon failed not to obsenre this hap- 
py change in the Student Anaelmus ; he resumed his 
liking for him, and begged fwgiv^iess for the hard 
words whidi he had let fall before, f' Yes," added h^ 
<< we have many examples to show that cainin fantasms 
may rise before a man, and pester and plague him not 
a little ; but this is bodily disease, and leeches are godd 
loi? it, if applied to the right part, as a oortaia learned 
physidan, now deceased, has directed." The Student 
Ans<^mu8 knew not whether he had beoi drunk, cra^, 
or ock; but at all efrenta die keches seeaaed entirely 
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■nper&ioiiSy . as these supposed faatasms had utterly 
Tamshedy and the Student himself was growing hap- 
pier and happier, the moro he prospered in serving the 
pretty Veronica with all sorts of dainty attentions. 
< As nsnaly after the firogal meal, came music ; the Stu- 
dent Anselmns had to take his seat before the harpsi- 
chord, and Veronica accompanied his joying with her 
pm% dear voice : << Dear Ma^moiselle,** said Regis- 
trator Heerbrand, << yon haive a • voice like a crystal 
beUr . 

'< That riie hasnot !" ejaculated the Student Ansel- 
mus, he scarcely knew how. << Crystal bells in dder- 
trees sound strangely I strangely T continued the Stu- 
dent Anselmus, murmuring half aloud. 

Veronica laid her hand on his shoulder, and asked : 
' " What are you saying now, Herr Anselmus ?*' 

Instantly Anselmus recovored his cheerfulness, and 
began playing. Conrector Fbulmann gave a grim look 
at him ; but R^istrator Heeibrand laid a music-leaf on 
the frame, and sang with ravishing grace one of Band- 
master Graun*s braynra airs. The Student Anselmus 
accompanied this, and much more ; and a fiuitasy duet, 
which Veronica and -he now fingered, and C<mrector 
Paulmann had himself ccmiposed, again brought all into 
the gayest humour. - 

It was now pretty late, and Registrator Heerbrand 
was taking up his hat and stick, when Ccmrector 
Paulmann went up to him with a mystmous air, and 
said: ^< Hem 1 — ^Would not you, honoured Registrator, 
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oMBlbn to the good Herr Anselmiis himself— Hem ! 
what we were speakings of before ?" 

^* With all the pleasm^ in nature/' said Registrator 
Heerbrand, and having placed himself in the circle, be* 
gan, without farther preamble, as follows : 

<< In thk city is a strange remarkable man, people 
«ay he follows all manner of secret scimces ; bnt as 
there are no such sciences, I rather take him for an 
antiquary, and along witll this, for an experimental 
chemist. I mean no other than onr Privy Archivariui 
Lindhorst He lives, as you know, by himself, in his 
old seijaestered house ; and when disengaged from his 
office, he is to be found in his library, or in his chemi- 
cal laboratory, to winch, however, he admits no stran^- 
ger. Be^es many curious books, he possesses a num- 
ber of manuscripts, partly Arabic, Coptic, and some of 
^m in strange characters, which belong not to any 
known tongue. These he wishes to have copied pro- 
perly ; and for this purpose he requires a man who can 
draw with the pen, and so transfer these marks to 
parchment, in Indian ink, with the highest strictness 
and fidelity. The work is carried on in a separate 
cliamber of his house, under his own oversight ; and 
besides free board during the time of business, he pays 
his man a speziesthaler, or specie-dollar, daily, and pro- 
mises a handsmne present when the copying is rightly 
finished. The hours of work are from twelve to six. 
From three to four, you take rest and dinner. 

*' Herr Ardiivarius Lindhorst having in vain tried 
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one or two ycnrng people lor copying theie iiiaiiu«i 
scriptSy has at last applied to me to find him anex^wrt 
drawer ; and so I have been thinking of you, dear Hen* 
Ansehnns, for I know t\Mb yon bodi write very nearly, 
and likewise draw with the pen to great perfectioD. 
Now, if in these bad times, and till yonr fntnre estab- 
Jishment, yon could like to earn a spezieethaler in the 
day) and this ]H«8ent over and above, you can go to- 
morrow precisely at noon, and call npon the Ardnva- 
rius, whose honse no doubt you know. But be on your 
guard against any blot t If such a thing falls on your 
copy, you must begin it again ; if it falls on the origi- 
nal, the Archivarius will think nothmg to throw you 
P -^^A over the window, lor he it a hot-tempered gentleman." 



.r 



The Student Anselmus was filled -^th joy at Re- 
gistrator Heerbrand's proposal ; for not only could 'die 
Student write well and draw well with the pen, but 
this copying with laborious calligraphic pains, was a 
thing he delighted in beyond aught else. So he thank- 
ed his patron in the most grateful tarms, and promised 
not to fail at noon to-morrow. 

All night the Student Anselmus saw nothing but 
dear speziesthalers, and heard nothing but their lovely 
dink. Who could blame the j^ow youth, cheated <xf 
so many hopes by capricious destiny, obliged to take 
counsel about every farthing,' and to forego so many 
joys which a young heart requires ! £arly in the morn- 
ing he brought out his blad£*lead pendls, his cfow- 
quiUs, his Indian mk; for better materials^ thought he. 
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the Ajobiyariiii can find newhere. Above bU> he 
muttered and ananged his calligraphic masterpiecee 
and his drawings, to show them to the Arehiyarius, in 
proof of his ability to do what he wished. All pros- 
pored with the Stodent ; a pecnliar happy star seem- 
ed to be presiding ovw him ; his neckcloth sat right at 
die very first trial ; no tack burst ; no loop gave wi^ in 
his blade silk stockings ; his hat did not once fall to the 
dost after he had trimmed it* In a word, precisely at 
half pa^ eleven, the Student Anselmus, in his pike-grey 
firock, and blade satin lower habiliments, with a roll of 
calligr^>hies and pen-drawings in his pocket, was stand- 
mg in the Sddossgasse, or Castle-gate, in Conradi s 
shop, and drinking one — ^two glasses of the best sto- 
machic liqueur ; for here, thought he, slapping on the 
still emptypockety fw here spessiesthalers will be chill- 
ing soon. 

Notwithstanding the distance of the solitary street 
where the ArdnvanusLindhorst'santique residence lay, 
the Student Ansdmus was at the firont-docw before ihiB 
stroke of twelve. He stood here, and was looking at 
the lu^ fine bronze knocker ; but now whra, as the 
last stroke tingled through the air with loud dang fitna 
the 8teq>le-dock of the Kreuzkirdie, or Croes-churdi, 
he lifted Ins hand to grasp this same knodcer, the metal 
visage twisted itself, with horrid rolling of its blue- 
gleaming eyes, into a grinning smile. Alas, it was the 
Applewoman of the Schwarzthor ! The pointed teeth 
gnashed together in the loose jaws, and in their chat- 
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iering through the Bkinny lips, there was a growl as of r 
« Thou fool, fool, fool I— Wait, wait I— Why did'st 
run I — Fool I'' Horror-struck, the Student Anselmus 
flew back ; he clutched at the door-post, but his hand 
caught the bell-rope, and pulled it, and in piercing dis- 
cords it rung stronger and strongs, and through the 
wh<^ empty house the echo repeated, as in mockery : 
'< To the crystall, fall I" An unearthly terror seized the 
Student Anselmus, and quivered through all his limbs. 
The bell-rope lengthened downwards, and became a 
white transparent gigantic serpent, which encircled and 
crushed him, and girded him straiter and straiter in its 
coils, till his brittle paralysed limbs went crashing in 
pieces, and the blood spouted from his yeins, penetra- 
ting into the transparent body of the serpent, and 
dyeing it red. << Kill me I Kill me I*' he would hare 
cried, in his horrible agony ; but the cry was only a 
stifled gurgle in his throat. The serpent lifted its head, 
and laid its long peaked tongue of glowing brass on 
the breast of Anselmus ; then a fierce pang suddenly 
cut asunder the artery of life, and thcmght fled away 
from him. On returning to his senses, he was lying on 
his own poor truckle-bed ; Conrector Paulmann was 
standing before him, and saying : << For Heaven's sake^ 
what mad stuff is this, dear Herr Anselmus ?'' 
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THIRD VIGIL./ 

Nodoes of Archivarius Lindhorst^s Family. Vero^ 
mcds blue Eyes. Registrator Heerbrand. 

<< The Spirit looked upon the water, and the water 
mored itself, and chafed in foaming hillows, and plun- 
ged thundering down into the Abysses, which opened 
their Uack throats, and greedily swallowed it. Like 
triumphant conquerors, the granite Rocks lifted their 
deft peaky crowns, protecting the Valley, till the Son 
took it into his paternal bosom, and daisping it with 
his beams as with glowing arms, cherished it and 
* warmed it. Then a thousand germs, which had been 
sleepily under the desert sand, awoke from their deep 
slumber, and stretched out their little leaves and stalks 
towards the Sun their Other's face ; and like smiling 
in&nts in green cradles, the flowrets rested in their 
buds and blossoms, till they too, awakened by their 
&ther, decked themselves in lights, which their Neither, 
to please them, tinted in a thousand varied hues. 

<< But in the midst of the Valley was a black Hill, 
which heaved up and down like the breast of man 
when warm longing swells it. From the Abysses mount- 
ed steaming vapours, and rolled themselves togedier 
into huge masses, striving malignantly to hide the fa- 
ther's face ; but he called the Storm to him, which 
rashed thither, and scattered them away ; and when the 
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pore Bunbeam rested again on the bleak Hill, there 
started from it^ in the excess of itis rapturei a glorious 
fire-lily, opening its fair leaves like gentle lips to re- 
ceive the kiss of its iBstthen 

<< And now came a gleaming Splendour into the 
Valley ; it was the youth Phosphorus ; the Lily saw 
him, and begged, being sei^d with warm longing love : 
* Be mine for ever, thou fair youth I For I love theOy 
and must die if thou forsake me !' Then spake the 
youth I^osphorus : < I will be thine, thou fair flower ; 
but then wilt thoii^ Kke a naughty dttld, leave firther 
and mother ; thou wilt know thy pkyiuites no loi^per, 
wilt strive to be greater and stronger than all that aow 
rejoices witli thee as thy equaL The longing which 
now beneficently warns thy ^i^le being, will be scat- 
tered into a thousand rays, and torture aid vex ibee ; 
for sense will bring forth senses ; and the highest n^ 
ture, which the Spark I cast rata thee kindles, will be 
^ hopeless pain wherein tliou shalt perish, to s^nriiig 
up anew in fordgn shape. This spaik is Thoi:^ht 1' 

^< * Ah !* mourned Uie Lily, * can I not be thine in 
this glow, as it now btms m me ; not still be tlmie ? 
Can I love tliee more than now ; could I look on thee as 
now, if thou wert to annihilate me ?* Then the youth . 
liiosphorus kissed the Lily ; trnd as if penetrated 
with light, it mounted np in flame, out of which issued 
a foreign Being, that hastily flying from the Valley, 
roved forth mto endless Space, no longer heeding its 
old playmates, or the youth it had loved. This youth 
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moonied for his lost beloved ; for he too lored her^ it 
was lave to the fair Lily that had brought him to the 
kne Valley ; and the granite Rocks bent down their 
heads in participation of his grief. 

<< But one of these opened its bosom, and there 
came a black-winged Dragon flying out of it, and said : 
* My brethren, the Metals are sleeping in there ; but 
I am always brisk and waking, and will help thee«' 
Dashmg up and down on its black pinions, the Dragon 
at last caught the Being which had sprung from the 
Lily ; bore it to the Hill^ and encircled it with his wing ; 
then was it the Lily again ; but Thought, which conti- 
nued with it, tore asunder its heart ; and its love for 
the youth Phosphorus was a cutting pain, before whid^ 
as if breathed on by poisonous vapours, the flowrets 
which had once rejmoed in the fair Lily's presence, Gli- 
ded and died. 

<< The youth Phos^^ms put on a glittering coat 
(tf mail, sporting with the light in a thousand hues, and 
did battle with the Dragon, who struck the cuirass with 
his black wing, till it rung and sounded ; and at this 
loud clang the flowrets again came to life, and like va* 
negated birds fluttered round the Dragon, whose force 
departed ; and who, thus being vanquished, hid himself 
in the depths of the Eartb. The Lily was freed ; the 
youth Phosphorus clasped her, foil of warm longing, of 
heavenly love ; and in triumphant chorus, the flowery 
the birds, nay even the high granite Rocks, did reve- 
rence to her as the Queen of the Valley." 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



E. T. W» HOFFMANN. 

« By your lea^e^ worthy H^r Arduyarias, thk is 
Oriental bombast^*' said Registrator Heerbrand : << and 
we b^ very much yon would rather, as you often do^ 
give lis something of your own most remarkable life^ 
of your travelling adventure for instance ; above all, 
something true." 

" What the deuce, then?" answered Archivarius 
Lindhorst : " True ? This very thing I have been tell- 
ing, is the truest I could dish out for you, good people, 
and belongs to my life too, in a certain sense. For I 
come from that very Valley ; and the Fire-Lily, which 
at last ruled as queen th^e, was my great-great-great- 
^reat-grandmother ; and so, properly speaking, I am a 
prince myself." All burst into a peal of laughter. ''A7, 
laugh your fill," continued Archivarius LindhcMst: 
<< To you this matter, which I have related, certainly 
in the most briif and meagre way, may seem senseless 
.and mad; yet, notwithstanding this, it is meant for 
anything but incoherent, or even allegorical, and it is, 
in one w(M*d, literally true. Had I known, however, 
that the glorious love-sto^, to which I owe my ex- 
istence, would have pleased you so ill, I m^ht have 
given you a little of the news my brother brought me 
on his visit yesterday." 

** How, how is this ? Have you a brother, then, 
Herr Archivarius ? Where is^he ? Where lives he ? In 
his Majesty's service too ? Or perhaps a private 8cho« 
Jar ?" cried the company from all quarters. 

** No I" replied the Archivarius, quite cool, and 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



THE GOLDEN POT. 225 

compotaedly taking a pbeh of senfff « he has joined 
the bad aide ; he has gone over to the Drag<»[iB.'* 

<< What do yon please to mean, d^ar Herr Archira* 
rius ?** cried Registrator Heerbrand : ^^ Over to dio 
Dragons ?" — *^ Over to the Dragons ?" resounded like 
an echo from all hands. 

« Yes, over to the Pfiago^^" copliniuid Airchiniruis 
Lindhorst : << it was sheer desperation, I believe. You 
know, gentlemen,- my father died a short while ago ; 
it is bojt three hundred and e^ty-fiye ye^rs sMiQe at 
most, and I am atill in mowni^gs for it. He had lefi 
me, his favoniite son, a fine onyx ( this q/jayxy right or 
wrong, my ^tber woidd haye : w^e quan:elled about 
it, over my lettber's eorpse; in s^ch nnseen^y wi^ that 
the good ffia« started «p, out of all pi^ie«Qe,iai4 threw 
my wi^b^ broths down stairs* This stvck in oof 
Inzer's stomach, and so without loss of time he w^ei^ 
<»rer to the Dragons* Atpi;ese9t,hekee|M9 inax;ypress 
wood^ not far &om Tws : he has go$ a famms cystic 
carbuncle to watch there, whidi a dog of a necromavh 
eer, who has set i^ a sttimner*lvQuse in Lapland, has 
an eye to ; so my poor brother only gets away for a 
quarter of an hour or so, when the necromancer hap« 
pens to be out looking after the salamander-bed in his 
garden, and then he tells me in all haste what good 
news there are about the Springs of the Nile/' 

For the second 4tme, the company bujrst out into a 
peal of laoghter : but the Student Ansehnus began to 
feel quite dreary in heart; and he could scarcely l^ok in 
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Archiyarios LindhoTst*s parched countenance, and fix- 
ed earnest eyes, without shuddering internally in a 
way which he could not himself understand. More- 
over, in the rude and strangely metallic sound of Ar- 
chiyarius Lindhorst*s voice there was sometfaiDg mys- 
teriously piercing for the Student Anselmus, and he 
felt his very hones and n&arrow tiogling as the Archi- 
varius spoke. 

The special object, for which Registrator Heerbrand 
had taken him into the coffee-house, seemed at present 
not to be attainable. After that accident at Archiva- 
rius Lindhorst's door, the Student Anselmus had with- 
stood all inducements to risk a second visit : for, ac- 
' cording to his own heart-fblt conviction, it was only 
chance that had saved him, if not from death, at least 
from the danger of insanity. Conrector Paulmann had 
happened to be passing through the street at the time 
when Anselmus was lying quite senseless at the door, 
and an old woman, who had laid her cake and apple- 
basket to a side, was busied about him. Conrector 
Paulmann had forthwith called a chair, and so got him 
carried home. '^ Think of me what you will," said the 
Student Anselmus, ^< consider me a fool or not : I say, 
the cursed visage of that witch at the Schwarzthor 
grinned on me from the door-knocker. What happen- 
ed after I would rather not speak of: but had I reco- 
vered from my tfwoon and seen that infernal Apple- 
wife beside me (for the old woman whom yon talk of 
was no other), I should that instant have been struck 
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by apoplexy, or have mn stark mad." All persuasions, 
all sensible arguments on the part of Conrector Paul- 
mann and Registrator Heerbrand, profited nothing; and 
even the blue-eyed Veronica herself could not raise 
him from a certain moody humour, in which he had 
ever since been sunk. In fiact, these friends regarded 
him as troubled in mind, and meditated expedients for 
diverting his thoughts ; to which end. Registrator Heer- 
brand thought, there could nothing be so serviceable as 
this employment of copying Archivarius Lindhorst's 
manuscripts. The business, therefore, was to introduce 
the Student in some proper way to Archivarius Lind- 
horst ; and so Registrator Heerbrand, knowing that the 
Archivarius used to visit a certain coffee-house almost 
nightly, had invited ihe Student Anselmus to come 
eyery evening to that same coffee-house, and drink a 
glass of beer and smoke a pipe, at his the Registrator's 
<^arges, till such tame as Archivarius Lindhorst should 
in one way or another see him, and the bargain for this 
copying work be settled ; which offer the Student An- 
selmus had most gratefully accepted. ^* God will re- 
ward you, w<vthy Registrator, if you bring the young 
man to reason !" said Conrector Paulmann. << God 
will reward you !" repeated Veronica, piously raising 
her eyes to heaven, and vividly thinking that the Stu- 
dent Anselmus was already a most pretty young man, 
even without any reason. 

Now accordingly, as Archivarius Lindhorst, with hat 
and staff, was making for the door, Registrator Heer-* 
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brand seized the Stodent ABselmuB briiAly by the 
hand, and with him stepping in the way, he said : *^ Most 
esteemed Herr ArduTarins, here is the Student An- 
sehnnsy who has an uncommon talent in calKgraphy 
and drawing, and will undertake the copying of your 
rare manuscripts.*' 

<< I am most particularly glad to hear it,*' answered 
Archivarius Lindhorst sharply ; then threw his three- 
cocked military hat on his head ; and shoving Regis- 
trator Heerbrand and the Student Anselmm to a side, 
rushed down stairs with great tumidt, so that both of 
them were left standing much bamboozled, gaping at 
the room-door, which he had slammed in their hcea, 
tOl the bolts and hinges of it rung again. 

** It is a very strange old gentleman," flaid Regis- 
trator Heerbrand. << Strange ok! gentleman," stammerw 
ed the Student Anselmns, with a feeling as if an ice- 
stream were creeping over all his veins, and he were 
stiffening into a statue. All the gi^sts, however, laugh- 
ed, and said : ^* Our Archivarius has got into hb high 
key to-day : to-morrow, you shall see, he is mild as a 
lamb again, and speaks not a word, but kyoks into the 
smoke-vortexes of bis pipe, or reads the newspapers : 
you must not mind these freaks." 

*^ That is true too," thought the Student Anselmiis : 
** who would mind such a thing, after all ? Did not the 
ArcUvarius tell me he was most particularly glad te 
hear that I would undertake the eopyii^ of his manu- 
scripts; and why did Registrator Heei^mstd atqi dkect- 
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ly in hk way, when he was going home ? No, no» he 
is a good man at bottom this Priyy Archivarins Lind- 
horst, and surprisingly liberaL A little curious or so 
in his figures of speech ; but what is that to me ? To- 
morrow by the stroke of twelve I go to him, though 
fifty bronzed ^pie-wives should try to hinder me T 



FOURTH VIGIL. 

Mdanckoiy of tke Student Ansebnu9. The Emerald 
Mirror, How Archivarins Lindhor^Jhw off in 
ihe shape of a Kite^ and the Student Anedmui mat 



To thee thyself, favourable reader, I may well Ten* 
ture the question. Whether thou in thy time hast not 
had hours, nay days and weeks, in which all thy cus- 
tomary trading and transacting raised a most vexing 
dissatisfaction in thy soul ; and all that thou wert wont 
to look upon as worthy and important, now seemed pair 
try and unprofitable ? Thou knewest not, at this sea- 
son, what to do, or whither to turn ; a dim feeling that 
somewhere, and some time or other, there must be a 
higher wish fulfilled, a wish overstepping the circle df 
all earthly joys, and which the spirit, like a strictly* 
nurtured and timid child, durst not even utter, still 
swelled thy breast ; and in tins longing for the unknown 
Somewhat, which, wheverer thoa wentest or atoodeai. 
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hovered round thee like an airy dream with thin trans- 
lucent forms melting away in thy sharper glance, thou 
wert mute for all that environed thee here below. Thou 
glidedst to and fro with troubled look, like a hopeless 
lover ; and all that thou sawest men attempting or at- 
taining, in the noisy vortex of their many-coloured et- 
istence, awakened in thee no sorrow and no joy, as if 
thou hadst neither part nor lot in this sublunary world. 
If such, favourable reader, has at any time been thy 
humour, then from thy own experience thou knowest 
the state into whidi the Student Anselmus had now 
fisdlen. On the ^ole, I could wish much, coxuteous 
reader, that it were in my power to bring the Student 
Anselmus with proper vividness before thy eyes. For 
in the Night-watches, which I spend in recording his 
highly singular history, I have still so much of the mar- 
vellous, which Uke a spectral vision may remove into 
faint remoteness the week-day life of common mortals, 
to lay before thee, that I fear thou wilt come, in the end, 
to believe neither in the Student Anselmus, nor in Ar- 
tshivarius Lindhorst ; nay, wilt even entertain some un- 
founded doubts as to Registrator Heerbrand and Con- 
rector Paulmanu, though the last two estimable per- 
sons, at least, are yet walking the pavement of Dresden. 
Make an effort, favourable reader — awhile in the Fairy 
region full of glorious Wonders, which with subduing 
thrills calls forth the highest rapture and the deepest 
horror ; nay, where the Earnest Goddess herself will 
waft aside her veil, so that we seem to look upon her 
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counteiiaiice (but a smile dten gUmmen through her 
earnest glance ; and this is that jestfiil teasing, which 
sports with ns in all manner of perplexing enchant- 
mentSy as mothers in nursing and dandling their dear- 
est children)— -in this region, which the spirit so often, 
at least in dreams, lays open to us, do thou make an 
effort, favourable reader, again to recognise the well- 
known shapes which, even in common life, are daily, in 
fitful brightness, hoyering round thee. Thou wilt then 
find that this glorious kingdom lies much closer at hand, 
than thou wert wont to suppose ; which I now very 
heartily desire, and am striving to show thee in the 
singular story of the Student Anselmus, 

So, as was hinted, the Student Anselmus, ever since 
that evening when he met with Archivarius Lindhorst, 
had been sunk in a dreamy musing, which rendered him 
insensible to every outward touch firom common life* 
He felt how an unknown Something was awakening 
his inmost soul, and calling forth that rapturous pain, 
which is even the mood of Longing that announces a 
loftier existence to man. He delighted most when he 
could rove alone through meads and woods ; and as if 
loosened from all that fettered him to his necessitous 
life, could, so to speak, agun find himself in the mani- 
fold images which moimted from his soul. 

It happened once, that in returning from a long ram- 
ble, he passed by that notable elder-tree ; under which, 
as if taken with faery, he had formerly beheld so many 
marvels. He felt himself strangely attracted by the 
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green kiiidly sward ; but no sooner had he seated Um* 
eelf on it, than the whole vision which he had then seen 
as in a heavenly trance, and which had since as if by 
foreign influence been driven from his mind, again came 
floating before him in the liveliest colours, as if he had 
a second time been looking on it. Nay, it was clearer 
to him now than ever, that the gentle blue eyes be- 
longed to the gold-green Snake, which had wound itself 
through the middle of the elder-tree ; and that from the 
turnings of its taper body all those glorious crystal tones, 
which had filled him with rapture, must needs have bro- 
ken forth. As on Ascension-day, he now again clasp- 
ed the elder-tree to his bosom, and cried into the twigs 
atid leaves : ^ Ah, once more shoot forth, and turn and 
trind thyself among the twigs^ thou littlo fair greeh 
Snake, that I may see thee! OnciB more look at me with 
ihy gentle eyes I Ah, I love thee, and must die in pain 
and grief, if thou return not I" All, however, remain- 
ed quite dumb and still ; and as before, the elder-tree 
mstled qmte nnintelli^bly with its twigs and leaves. 
But the Student Anselmus now felt as if he knew what 
it was that so moved and wotked within him, nay, that 
so tore his bosom in the pain of an infinite longing. 
« What else is it," said he, << but that I love thee with 
my whole heart and soul, and even to the death, thou 
glorious golden little Snake ; nay, that without thee I 
cannot live, and must perish in hopeless woe, un- 
less I find thee again, unless I have thee as the be- 
loved of my heart But I know it, thou shalt be mine ; 
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nd then all tint gloriouB dreams hare promked me of 
another higher worid shall he fulfilled." 

Henceforth the Student Anselmus^ every evening, 
when the sun was scattering its bright gold over the 
peaks of the trees, was to he seen under the elder-bush, 
calling from the depths of his heart in most lamentable 
tones into the branches and leaves, for a sight of his 
beloved, of his little gold^reen Snake. Once as, ac- 
ocnrding to custom, he was going on with this, there 
stood before him suddenly a tall lean man, wrapped up 
in a wide light-grey surtout, who, looking at him with 
his laige fiery eyes, excbdmed : ^< Hey, hey, what whi- 
ning »m1 whimpering is this ? Hey, hey, this is Herr 
Anselmus that was to copy my manuscripts." The 
student Anselmus felt not a little terrified at this strong 
voice, for it was the very same which on Ascension- 
day had called : << Hey, hey, what chattermg and jing- 
ling is this," and so forth. For fright and astonisbment, 
he could not utter a word. << What ails you then, Herr 
Anselmus," continued Archivarius Lindhorst, for the 
stranger was no other ; ^* what do you want with the 
elder-tree, and why did you not come to me, and set 
about your work ?" 

In fact, the Student Anselmus had never yet pre- 
vailed upon himself to visit Archivarius Lindhorst's 
house a second time, tliougb, that evening, be had firm- 
ly resolved on doing it» But now at this moment, 
when he saw his fair dreams torn asunder, and that too 
by the same hostile voice wUch had once before snatch- 
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ed away his beloved, a sort of desperation cfone oyer 
him, and he broke out fiercely into these words : << Yon 
may think me mad or not, Herr Archiyarins ; it is all 
one to me : bat here in this bush, on Ascension-day, 
I saw the gold-green Snake— ah I the for ever beloved 
of my sonl ; and she spoke to me in glorious crystal 
tones ; and you, you, Herr Archivarius, cried and shout- 
ed so horribly over the water." 

<^ How is this, sweet sir ?*' interrupted Archivarius 
Lindhorst, smiling quite inexpressibly, and taking 
snuff. 

The Student Anselmus felt his breast getting great 
ease, now that he had succeeded in beginning this 
strange story ; and it seemed to him as if he were quite 
right in laying the whole blame upon the Archivarius, 
and that it was he, and no other, who had so thunder- 
ed from the distance. He courageously proceeded : 
<< Well, then, I will tell you the whole mystery that 
happened to me on Ascension-evening ; and then you 
may say and do, and withal think of me whatever you 
please.'* He accordingly disclosed the whole miracu- 
lous adventure, from his luckless oversetting of the apple- 
basket, till the departure of the three gold-green Snakes 
over the river; and how the people after that had thought 
him drunk or crazy. << All this," so ended the Student 
Anselmus, << I aotually saw with my eyes ; and deep in 
my bosom are those dear voices, which spoke to me, 
still sounding in clear echo : it was nowise a dream ; 
And if I am not to die of longing and desire, I must 
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bdieve in these gold-green Snakes ; thongli I see by 
your smiley Herr Archivarios, that you hold these same 
Snakes as nothing more thm creatures of my heated 
and overstrained imagination." 

<< Not at all/' replied the Archivarius, in the greatest 
peace and composure ; << the gold-green Snakes, which 
you saw in the elder-bush, Herr Anselmus, were sim- 
ply my three daughters ; and that you haye fiBLUen over 
head and ears in love with the blue eyes of Serpentina 
the youngest,: is now dear enough. Indeed, I knew it 
on Ascension-day myself: and as I on that occasion, 
sitting busied with my writing at home, began to get 
annoyed with so much chattering and jingling, I called 
to the idle minxes that it was time to get home, for 
the sun^ was setting, and they had sung and basked 
enough." 

The Student Anselmus felt as if he now merely heard 
in plain words something he had long dreamed of; and 
though he fancied he observed that elder-bush, wall and 
sward, and all objects about him were beginning slowly 
to whirl roimd, he took heart, and was ready to speak ; 
but the Archivarius prevented him ; for sharply pulling 
-the glove from his left hand, and holding the stone of 
a ring, glittering in strange sparkles and flames before 
the Student's eyes, he said : ^< Look here, Herr Ansel- 
mus ; what you see may do you good." 

The Student Anselmus looked in, and O wonder! the 
stone threw a beam of rays round it, as from a burning 
focus ; and the rays wove themselves together into a 
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clear gleaming crystal mirror; in whidi, with many 
windings, now flying asunder, now twisted together, the 
three gold-green Snakes, were dancing and bounding. 
And when their taper forms, glittering with a thousand 
sparkles, touched each other, there issued from ihem 
^orious tones, as of crystal bells ; and the midmost of 
the three stretched forth her little head from the mirror, 
as if full of longing and desire, and her dark-blue eyes 
mid : ^ Knowest thou me then ; believest thou in me, 
Anselmus ? In Belief alone is Love : canst thou love ?** 

" O Serpentina! Serpentina!" cried the Student 
Anselmus in mad rapture ; but Archivarius Lindhorst 
suddenly breathed on the mirror, and wilh an electric 
gutter the rays sank back into their focus ; and on his 
hand there was now nothing but a little emerald, oyer 
which the Archivarius drew his glove. 

^ Did you see the golden Snakes, Herr Anselmus ?*' 
said the Archivarius. 

" Ah, good Heaven, yes I" replied the Student, " and 
the fiair dear Serpentina.'' 

** Hush !" continued Archivarius Lindhorst, ** enough 
at one time : for the rest, if you resolve on working with 
me, you may see my daughter often enough ; or rather 
I will grant you this real satisfaction^ if you stick tight- 
ly and truly to your task, that is to say, copy every 
mark with the greatest clearness and correctness. But 
you do not come to me at all, Herr Anselmus, though 
Registrator Heerbrand promised I should see you forth- 
with, and I have waited several days in vain.** 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



THE GOLDEN POT. 237 

Not till the^ meittion of Registrator Heerbrand'iB 
name, did the Student Ansdnras again feel as if he 
were really standing with his two legs on the gronnd^ 
and he were really ihe Student Anselmus, and the man 
taUdng to him really ArchiTarius Lindhorst. The tons 
of indifference, with which the latter spoke, in such 
rude contatat with the strange sights which, like a ge- 
nuine necromancer, he had called forth, awakened a 
certain horror in the Stvident, whic^ the piercing look 
of these fiery eyes, beaming from their bony sockets in 
the lean puckered Tisage, as from a leathern case, stiU 
lisuther aggravated ; and the Student was again fordUy 
seized with the same unearthly feeling, which had be- 
foe gained possesion of him in the coffee-house, when 
Archiyaiius Lindhorst had taiked so wildly. With a 
great effort he letamed his self-command, and as Ar- 
ohivarius again asked : ^ Well,. why hare you not come 
to me Y" the Student exerted his wlu^e energies, and 
rekted to him all that had happ^ed at the stxeet-doca-. 

^< Dear Herr Anselmus," said the Archivarius, when 
ijbe narratiTe was finished ; '< dear Herr Ansdmus, I 
know this Apple-wife of whom you speak : she Is a 
fatal slut of a creature that plays all manner of fredot 
en me ; but that she should have bronzed herself, and 
taken the diape elf a door-knocks, to deter pleasant 
▼i^tors from calling, is indeed very bad, and truly not 
to be endured* Would you please, however, woiFtky 
Hen Anselmufi, if ye« come to-morrow at noon, and 
notice aughl more ef 'this grinning and giowling, just 
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to be 80 good as drop me a driblet or two of thb liquor 
on her nose ; it will pat all to rights immediately. And 
now, adieu, dear Herr Anselmus I I go somewhat fast, 
therefore I would not advise you to think of returning 
with me. Adieu, till we meet I — To-morrow at noon T' 

The Arehivarius had given the Student Anselmus a 
little vial, with a gold-coloured fluid in it ; and he walk- 
ed rapidly off; so rapidly, that in the dusk, which had 
now come on, he semed rather to be floating down to the 
valley than stepping down to it. Already he was near 
the Kosel garden ; the wind got within his wide great- 
coat, and drove the breasts of it asunder ; so that'Uiey 
fluttered in the air like a pair of large wings ; and to 
the Student Anselmus, who was looking full of amaze- 
ment at the coarse of the Arehivarius, it seemed as if 
a large bird were spreading out its pinions for rapid 
flight. And now, while the Student kept gazing into 
the dusk, a white-grey kite with creaking cry soared up 
into the air ; and he now saw clearly that the white flat- 
ter whidi he had looked upon, as the retiring Arehiva- 
rius must have been this very kite, though he still could 
not imderstand where the Arehivarius had vanished so 
abruptly. 

<< Perhaps he may have flown away in person, this 
Herr Arehivarius Lindhorst," said the Student Ansel- 
mus to himself ; << for I now see and feel clearly, that all 
these foreign shapes of a distant wondrous world, which 
formerly I never saw except in quite peculiarly remark- 
able dreams, have now come forth into my waking life, 
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and are making their sport of roe. But be this as it 
will I Thou liyest and glowest in my breast, thou loye- 
ly, gentle Serpentina ; thou alone canst still the infinite 
longing which now rends my soul in pieces. Ah, when 
shall I see thy kind eyes, dear, dear Serpentina I" So 
cried the Student Anselmus quite aloud. — << That is a 
yile unchristian name T* murmured a bass voice beside 
him, which belonged to some home-going promena- 
der. The Student Anselmus, reminded in right season 
where he was, hastened off at a quick pace ; think- 
ing to himself: << Were it not a proper misfortune 
now if Conrector Paulmann or Registrator Heerbrand 
were to meet me ?" — ^Bnt neither of these gentlemen 
met him. 



FIFTH VIGIL. 

Die Frau Hojrdthinn Anselmus. Cicero de Officiis* 
Meer'CaUy and other vermin. The Equinox, 

<< There is nothing in the world to be made of this 
Anselmus,'* said Conrector Paulmann ; <^ all my good 
advices, all my admonitions, are fruitless ; he will apply 
himself to nothing ; though he is a fine classical scho- 
lar too, and that is the foundation of all." 

But Registrator Heerbrand, with a sly, mysterious 
smile, replied : ^^ Let Anselmus have his time, dear 
Conrector I he is a strange subject this Anselmus, but 
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there is much in liim ; and when I say much, I mean 
a Fnyy Secretary, or e^ea a Comrt^KsmmciUor, a Hof- 
rath/' 

^< Hof — " began Conrector Panlmann, in the deep« 
est amazement ; the word stuck in his throat. 

<< Hnsh ! hnsh !** continued Registrator Heerbrand, 
<< I know what I know. These two days he has been 
with Archi?arius Lindhorst, copying manuscripts ; and 
last night the Archivarius meets me at the coffee-house, 
and says : < You have sent me a proper man, good 
neighbour I Tliere is stuff in him !' And now think of 
ArchiFarins Lindhorst*s influence — Hush ! hush ! we 
will talk of it this time twelvemonth." And with these 
words the Registrator, his fkce still wrinkled into the 
same sly smile, went out of the room ; leaving the Con- 
rector speechless from astonishment and curiosity, and 
fixed, as if by enchantment, in his chair. " 

But on Veronica this dialogue had made a still deep* 
«r impression. << Did I not know all along," thought 
she, ^^ that Herr Anselmus was a most clever and 
pretty young man, out of whom something great was 
to come ? Were I but certain that he really liked me I 
But that night when we crossed ihe Elbe, did ha not 
twice press my hand ? Did he not look at me, in our 
duet, with such particular glances, that pierced into my 

very heart ? Yes, yes I he really likes me ; and I ** 

Veronica gave herself up, as young maidens are wont, to 
sweet dreams of a gay future. ShewasMrsHofratb,Fimn 
Hofrathinn ; she occupied a fine house in the ScMoss- 
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f^asse, or in the Neomarkty or in the Moritzttraaae ; 
the &shionable hat, the new Turkiah shawl, became 
her admirably ; she was breakfieurting in the balcony in 
lan elegant n^;ligee, giving orders to her cook for the 
day : << And see, if you please, not to spoil that dish ; 
it is liie Hofrath's fayoorite." Then passing beaux 
glanced up, and she heard distinctly : << Well, it is a 
heayenly woman, that Uofrathinn ; how prettily the 
lace cap sets her I" Mn Privy Coundllor Ypsilon 
sends her servant to ask if it would please the Frau 
HofnLthinn to drive as fur as the Unke Bath to-day ? 
*^ Many compliments ; extremely sorry I am engaged 
to tea already with the Presidentinn Tz. Then comes 
the Hofrath Anselmus back from his office; he is 
dressed in the top of the mode : << Ten, I declare," cries 
he, making his gold watch repeat, and giving his youiig 
lady a kiss. << How goes it, little wife ? Guess what 
I have here for thee ?" continues he, roguishly toying ; 
and draws from his waistcoat-pocket a pair of beautiful 
earrings, fii^oned in the newest style, and puts them 
on in place of the old ones. <^ Ah I the pretty, dainty 
earrings I" cried Veronica aloud ; and started up from 
her chair, throwing aside her work, to see these fair 
earrings with her own eyes in the glass. 

** What is this, then ?" said ConrectcN* Ftohnann, 
roused by the noise from his deep study of Cieero de 
OfficiiSf and almost dropping the book from his hand ; 
« are we taking fits, like Anselmus ?" But at this 
moment, the Student Anselmus, who, contrary to bis 
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ettrtotey had not been seen for sey^nil dft)rs> eirtered 
t^ room, to Yeroniea's astonishment and terror ; for, 
in trathy he seemed altered in his whole bearing. 
With a certain prec»io% whieh was hr from nsnal in 
him^ he spoke of new tendencies ci life which had be- 
tom^ clear to his mind, of glcnioiis prospects which 
were opening for faim^ but ^diidi many a one had not 
1^ skill to discern. Conrector BBmlmann, reHiembeif- 
ing Begistrat<»r Heerbrand's mysterious speech, was 
still more struck^ and could scarcely uttor % syllable, 
tiU the Student Anselaius, after letting M some hinis 
of urgent business at Arehitarius Lmdhorst's^ and with 
elegant adroitness kissing Yi^roniCa's hand» was already 
doxrk stairs, off iUid away. 

<« Una was the Hofratib afaready/' nmntrared Vero- 
fticR to herself; ^< and he kis^ my hand^ without sli* 
ding on the flooi*, or laieading <m my foot, as he used ! 
He tfaifew me the softest look too ; yes^ he really likes 

«er 

Yeronici again gave way to her drcAming i yet noW| 
it wais as if a hostile shape were still coming forward 
among these lordy visions c^her future household life as 
FVau HofratMnn, and liie shape were laughing in spiteM 
mockery, and saying : *^ This is all very stupid and tradiy 
stuff, and lies to boot ; for Anselmus will neyer, neyer, 
be Hofrath, and thy husband ; he does not lore thee in 
tl» leasts though diou hast bhte eyes, and K ine figure, 
and a pretty hand/' Hi^ an ice^stream pomwd oyer 
Veronioi's soul ; and a deep sorrow swept away tbe 
delight with which, a little while ago, she had seen 
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hendf in the Ute oap tticl fiuluoiuililo ttmngi. Team 
almost ni^ed into htreTety and ihe said aloiul: << Ahl 
it is too troe ; he does not love me in the least ; and I 
shall never^ nei^er, he Fiau Hofratiuim I" 

<< Romance crotehets I Ronuince crotehete V* cried 
Conroctor Psnlmann ; then snatched his hat and slioky 
and hastened indignantly from the house. <^ This waa 
still uranting,'' sighed Veronica ; and fedt vexed al her 
little nster^ a girl of twelve jeaxiy beeaose she sat sa 
qnooncemedy and kept sewing at her irame, as if no- 
ting had happened* 

Meenwhile it was almost three o'clock ; and new 
time to trim the apartment, and arrange the cc^ee* 
tahle: for the Mademoiselles Ost«r had flsmoonced 
that they were coming. But from behind every woik'*- 
boz which VeroniGa lifted aside, behind the note^bodGS 
which she laid away from the harpnchord, behind 
every cap, behind the coffee-pot which she todc from 
the cupboard, that shape pe^ed fetth, like a little man*^ 
drake, and laughed in spitefrd mocko^, and snapped 
its little spider fingers, and cried s << He win not he th;f 
hnsband I he will not be thy hnsband r And th^, 
when she tivewall away, and fled to the middle of die 
room, it peered out 8gai% with long nose> in gigantie 
bulk, from behind the stQve, and snarled and growled i 
<< He will not be thy husband I" 

« Dost thou hear nothing, sister? dost thou see imh 
ikhg ?" cried Voroniea, shivormg with affright,' and not 
daring to touch sngfat in the ^ootti. Frinacheii ros0^ 
quite grave stud quiet, from4ier broideri^-franie» /aii4 
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said: << What ails thee to-day, sister ? Th(m art throw- 
ing all tops3rtanyy and jingling and tingling. I mnjst 
help thee, I see." 

Bnt here the lively visitors came tripping in with 
brisk laughter ; and the same moment, Veronica per- 
ceived that it was the stove-handle which she had taken 
for a shape ; and the creaking of the ill-shut stove-door 
fdHTthose i^iteful words. Yet, thus violently seized with 
an inward horror, she could not so directly recover 
her composure, that the strange excitement, which even 
her paleness and agitated looks betrayed, was not no- 
ticed by the Mademoiselles Oater. As they at once 
cut short their merry narratives, and pressed her to tell 
them what, in Heaven's name, had happened, Veronica 
was obliged to admit that certain strange thoughts had 
come into her mind ; and suddenly, in open day, a dread 
of spectres, which she did not use to feel, had got the 
better of her. She described in such lively colours how 
a little grey mannSdn, peeping out of all the conkem 
of the room, had mocked and plagued her, that the 
Madranoiselles Oster began to look round with timid 
glances, and start all mamier of unearthly notions. But 
Friinzchen entered at this mom^it with the steaming 
eofiee-pot ; and the whole three, taking thought again, 
laughed outright at their folly. 

Angelica, the elder of the Osters, was engaged to an 
officer t the young man had joined the army; but his 
ftlends had been so long without news of him, that 
there waa too little doubt of his being dead, or at least 
jplAvously wpunded. This had plunged Angelica into 
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the deepest sorrow ; but to-day she was merry, even to 
eztrayagance ; a state of things which so much surpri- 
sed Veronica, that she could not but speak of it, and 
inquire the reason. ** Dear girl," said Angelica, << dost 
thou fancy that my Victor is not still in my heart and 
my thoughts ? It is for him I am so gay — O Heaven I 
so happy, so blessed in my whole soul I For my Victor 
is well : in a little while he comes, advanced to be Ritt- 
meister, and adorned with the honours which his bound- 
Jess courage has won him. A deep, but by no means 
dangerous wound, in the right arm, which he got too 
by a swm:d-cut from a French hussar, prevents hun from 
writing ; and the rapid change of quarters, for he will 
not consent to leave Ins regiment, still makes it impose 
sible for him to send me tidings. But to-night he re* 
ceives a fixed order to withdraw, till his wound be 
cured. To-morrow he sets out for home ; and just as 
he is stepping into the coadi, he learns his promo^n 
to be Rittmeister." 

<< But, dear Angelica," interrupted the other, << how 
knowest thou all this already ?" > 

^< Do not laugh at me, my friend," continued Ange- 
lica ; ^' and surely thou wilt not laugh ; for might not 
the little grey mannikin, to punish thee, peep forth from 
behind the mirror there ? In a word, I cannot lay aside 
my belief in certain mysterious things, since often 
enough in life they have come before my eyes, I might 
say, into my very hands. For example, I cannot reck- 
on it so strange and incredible as many others do, that 
there should be people gifted with a certain foculty of 
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eaid io Eve. I9ie could not rid henelf of a ceitim 
dread, nay of a certain honor, as she i^iproaehed the 
door. At last ehe snmmoiied resolntioii, in ^ite of in- 
ward teiTOT, and made bdd to pull the bell : the door 
op^ied, and she groped through the daric passage for 
the stair wtidi led to ^ upper story, as Angelica had 
^Greeted. ^ Does Fran Rauerin live here ?" cried she, 
into the empty lobby, as no one appeared ; and instead 
€i answer, th^e rose a long clear ^< Mewt" andalasge 
black Cat, with its back curved i^, and whisking its 
tail to and &a in wavy coils, sttpt on before her, with 
ttueh gravity, to the door of the apartment, which, on 
a second mew, was opened. 

<< Ah, seel Art thou here akeady, daughter ? Come 
in, love $ come in !" exclaimed the advancing figure, the 
aspect of ^1^^ was roodng Veronica tp the floor. A 
l»ag lem woman, wrapped in black rags I— «i;diile she 
q>oke, her peaked projecting dun wagged this way 
and that; her toothless mouth, overdiadowed by the 
bony hawk-nose, twisted itself into a ghastly smila, 
and gleaming catWyes flickered m sparkles timmgh 
the lai^ epeetades. From a party-coloured clout 
wn^)ped round her head, black wiry hair was sticking 
out ; but what deformed her haggard visage to abso- 
lute horror, was two large bummarks which ran from 
lite left cheek, over the nose. Veronica's breathing 
stopped ; and the scream, which was about to lighten 
her choked breast, became a de^ sigh, as ^ witdb's 
^eleton hand took hold of her, and led her into the 
chamber. Here all was awake and astir ; nothing but 
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but the crane, who had gone aside into a closet, soon 
retained witii a lighted lamp ; and now Veronica could 
see no beasts w implem^its in the apartment ; it was 
a common meanly furnished room. The crone came 
up to her, and said with a- creaking voice : << I know 
what thou wantest here, little daughter : tush, thou 
wouldst hare me tell thee whether thou shalt wed An- 
selmus, when he is Hofrath.*' 

Veronica stiffened with amazement and terror ; but 
the crone continued : ** Thou hast told me the whole 
of it at home, at thy pi^'s, when the coffee-pot was 
standing before thee : I was the coffee-pot ; didst thou 
not know me ? Danghterkin, hear me I Give up, give 
up this Anselmus r 'tis a nasty creature ; he trod my 
little sons to pieces, my dear little sons, the Apples 
with the red cheeks, liiat glide away, when people have 
bought them, whisk I out of their pockets again, and 
rdl back into my basket. He trades with the Old One : 
'twas but the day before yesterday, he poured l^t 
cursed Auripigment on my face, and I had nigh gone 
blind with it. Thou may'st see the bummarks yet. 
Daughterl^n, give him up, give him up I He loves thee 
not, for he loves the gold-green Snake ; he will never 
be Hofrath, for he has joined the Salamanders, and he 
means to wed the green Snake : give him up, give him 
upT 

Veronica, who had a firm, steadfast spirit of her own, 
and could soon conquer girlish terror, now drew back 
a step, and said, with a serious resolute tone : << Old 
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I have just told thee may seem very mad ; but^ nn- 
Inddly, it is too trae. ABselmiu has done me much 
mischief, though against his will : he has fallen into 
Archiyarins Lindhorst's hands, and ike Old One means 
to marry him with his daughte*. Archiyariiis Lindhorat 
is my deadliest enemy 2 I could tell thee thousands of 
filings about him ; which, however, thou wouldst not 
understand, or, at best, be too much frightened at. He 
is tlie Wise Man, it seems ; but lam the Wise Woman t 
let this stand for that I I see now, thou lorest tins 
Anselmus heartily ; and I will help thee with all my 
strength, that so thou mayest be happy, and wed him 
like a pretty bride, as thou wishest." 

« But tell me, for Heaven's sake, Lioso ■** inter- 
rupted Veronica. 

<< Hush ! chUd, hush I" cried the old woman, inter- 
rupting in her turn : << I know what thou wouldst say ; 
I have become what I am, because it was to be so ; I 
could do no other. Well, then I I know the means 
which will cure Anselmus of his' frantic love for the 
green Snake, and lead him, the prettiest Hofrath, into 
thy arms ; but thou thyself must help.*' 

" Speak it out, Liese ; I will do aught and all, for 
I love Anselmus mudi !'* whispered Veromca, scarce 
audibly. 

<< I know thee," c^mtinued the crone, << for a coura- 
geous child : I could never frighten thee to sleep with 
the Wamoau; for that instant, thy eyes were open to 
what the Wtsmmu was Kke« Thou wouMst go without 
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a light into the darkest room ; and many a time> with 
papa's powder-mantle, hast thou terrified the neigh- 
bours' children. Well, then, if thou art in earnest about 
conquering Archivarius Lindhorst and the green Snake 
by my art ; if thou art in earnest about calling Ansel- 
mus by the name of Hofrath and thy husband ; then^ 
at the next Equinox, about eleven at night, glide from 
thy Other's house, and come hither : I will go with 
thee to the crossing of the roads, which cut the fields 
hard by here: we* shall provide the needful; and 
whatever wonders thou mayest see, shall do thee no 
whit of harm. And now, love, good night : Papa is 
waiting for thee to supper." 

Veronica hastened away : she had the firmest pur- 
pose not to neglect the night of the Equinox ; ** for," 
thought she, '< old Liese is right ; Anselmus has got 
entangled in strange fetters ; but I will free him from 
them, and call him mine for ever and aye ; mine he is, 
and shall.be, the Hofrath Anselmus." 



SIXTH VIGIL. 

Archivamu Lin^Ou)rs^s Garden^ with some JUbck^ 
birds. The Golden Pot English current-^hand. Pot- 
hooks. The Prince of the Spirits. 

<< It may be, after all," said the Student Anselmus 
to himself, ** that the superfine strong stomachic liqueur. 
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which I took somewhat freely in Monmur Conradi's, 
might really be the cause of all these shocking fan- 
tasms, which so tortured me at Archirarius Lindhorst's 
door. Theref(N*e, I will go quite sober to-day ; and so 
bid defiance to whatever farther mischief may assail 
me.*' On this occasion, as before when equipping him-' 
self for his first call on Archivarius Lindhorst, the Stu- 
dent Anselmus put his pen-drawings, and calligraphic 
masterpieces, his bars of Indian ink, and his well-point- 
ed crow-pens, into his pockets ; and was just turning 
to go out, when his eye lighted on the vial with the 
yellow liquor, which he had received from Archivarius 
Lindhorst. All ihe strange adyentures he had met with 
again rose on his mind in glowing colours ; and a name- 
less emotion of rapture and pain thrilled through his 
breast. Inroluntarily he exclaimed, with a most pite- 
ous roice : ^' Ah, am not I going to the Archivarius 
solely for a sight of thee, thou gentle lovely Serpeur 
tina I'* At that moment, he felt as if Serpentina's We 
vtaght be the prize of some laborious perilous task 
which he had to undertake ; and as if this task were no 
other than the copying of the Lindhorst manuscripts. 
That at his very entrance into the house, or more pro- 
perly, before his entrance, all manner of mysterious 
things mig^t happ^i, as of late, was no more than he 
anticipated. He thought no more of Conradi's strong 
water ; but hastily put the vial of liquor in his waist- 
coat-pocket, that he might act strictly by die Archi- 
varius' directions, should the bronzed Apple-woman 
again take it upon her to make faces at him. 
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avenilei i^t>ear^ to open in remote distance. In ^e 
deep shade of thick cypress grores^ lay glittering marble 
£9untainS| out of winch rose wondrous figures, spout- 
ing crystal jets that fell with pattering spray into the 
gleaming lily-cups ; strange voices cooed and rustled 
through the wood of curious trees ; and sweetest per- 
fumes streamed up and down. 

The ArcluTarius had ranished i and Anselmus saw 
nothing but a huge bush of glowing fire-lilies before 
lum* Intolicated with the sig^t ai^ the fine odours 
of this ftdry-garden, Anselmus stood fixed to the spot. 
Then began on all sides of him n giggling ai^ laughing ; 
and light little vmces railed and mocked him : << Herr 
Stndiosus I Herr Stndiosus I how came you hither ? 
Why have you dressed so iMEvely, Herr Anselmus ? 
Will you diat with us for a minnte, how grandmammy 
satt squeldnng down upon the eggy and young master 
got ft stain on his Sunday waistcoat ?-— Can yon play 
the new tune> now, which you learned from Daddy 
Cockadoodle, Herr Ansdmus ? — ^You l6ok very fine in 
your glass perriwig, and post-paper boots.'' So cried 
and chattered and sniggered the little Tmcesy out of 
every cmner, nay, close by the Studmt himself, who 
DOW observed that all sorts o£ party-coloured birds 
were fluttering above him, and jeering him in hearty 
langht^. At that moment, the bush of fire-lilies ad- 
vanced towards hinif and he perceived that it was Ar- 
diivarius Lindfaorst, whose flowered night-gown, glit- 
tering in red and yellow, had so far deceived his eyes. 
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AnBelmus got time to feast himself on the glonons 
sight, which the simple decoration of this hall afforded. 
Jutting from the azore-coloured walls, rose gold-hronze 
tmnks of high palm-trees, which woye their colossal 
leaves, glittering like bright emeralds, into a ceiling far 
tip : in the middle of the chamber, and resting on three 
Egyptian lions, cast out of dark bronze, lay a porphyry 
plate ; and on this stood a simple Golden Pot, from 
which, so soon as he beheld it, Anselmus could not 
turn away an eye. It was as if, in a thousand gleam- 
ing reflexes, all sorts of shines were sporting on the 
bright polished gold : often he perceived his own form, 
with arms stretched out in longing — ah I beneath the 
^der-bush, — and Serpentina was winding and shooting 
up and down, and again looking at him with her kind 
eyes. Anselmus was beside himself with frantic rap- 
ture.. 

<< Serpentina I Serpentina I" cried he aloud ; and Ar- 
chivarius Lindhorst whirled round abruptly, and said : 
<< How now, worthy Herr Anselmus ? If I mistake 
not, you were pleased to call for my daughter ; she is 
quite in the other side of the house at present, and in- 
deed just taking her lesson on the hai*psichord. Let us 
go along." ' 

Anselmus, scarcely knowing what he did, followed 
his conductor; he saw or heard nothing more, till 
Archivarius Lindhorst suddenly grasped his hand, and 
said : ^< Here is the place 1" Anselmus awoke as from 
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a dream, and now perceived tiiat he was in i 
room, all lined on every side with hookHshelres, and 
nowise differing from a common library and study. In 
the middle stood a large writing-table, with a staffed 
arm-chair before it. ** This/* said Archivarius Lindr 
horsty ^* is your work-room for the present : whethcar 
you may work, some other time, in the blue library, 
where you so suddenly called out my daughter's name, 
I yet know not. But now I could wish to convince 
myself of your ability to execute this task appointed 
you, in the way I wish it and need it." The Student 
here gathered full coun^ ; and not without internal 
self-complacence in the certainty of highly gratifying 
Archivarius Lindhorst, pulled out his drawings and spe- 
cimens of penmanship from his pocket. But no sooi^ 
er had the Archivarius cast his eye on the first leaf, a 
piece of writing in the finest English style, thou he 
sniled very oddly, and shook his head. These motions 
he repeated at every following leaf, so that the Student 
Anselmus felt the blood mounting to his &ce ; and at 
last, when the smile became quite sarcastic and con- 
temptuous, he broke out in downright vexation: << The 
Herr Ardiivaiius does not seem ccmtented with my 
poor talents." 

^^ Dear Herr Anselmus," said Archivarius Lindhorst, 
** you have indeed fine capacities for the art <tf call^rar 
I^y ; but, in the meanwhile, it is clear enough, I must 
reckon more on your diligence and good-will, than on 
your attainments in the business." 
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The Student Aisekiiits spoke Istgelyof his often^ 
acknowledged perfeeti<m m this art, of his fine Chinese 
inky and most select crow-^qnills. But Archiyarius 
Lmdhorst handed him the Englid sheet, and said : 
^ Be judge yourself I*' Anselmns felt as if struck by a 
thunderbolt, to see his hand*writing lo(^ so : it wa* 
miserable, beyond measure. There was no roxmding 
in the turns, no hair-stroke where it should be ; no 
IH'oportion between the capital and single letters ; nay, 
villainous school-boy pot-hooks often spoiled the best 
lines. << And then,*' continued Archivarius Lindhorst, 
^* your ink will not stand." He dipt his finger in a glass 
of water, and as he just skimmed it oyer the lines, they ^ 
Tanidied without yestige. The Student Ansdmus felt 
as if some monster were throttling him : he could not 
utter a word. There stood he, with the imlucky sheet 
in his hand ; but Archiyarius Lindhorst laughed aloud, 
and said: << Never mind it, dearest Herr'Anselmus; 
what you could not perfect before, will perhaps do bet- 
ter here. At any rate, you shall have better materials 
than you have been accustomed to. Begin, in Heaven s 
name I" 

From a locked press, Archiyarius Lindhorst now 
brought out a black fiuid substance, which diffused a 
most peculiar odour ; also pens, sharply pointed and of 
strange colour, together with a sheet of especial white- 
ness and smoothness ; then at last an Arabic manu- 
script : and as Anselinus sat down to work, the Ar- 
chivarius left the room. The Student Anseknus had 
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often copied Arabic manuscripts already ; the first pro- 
blem, therefore, seemed to him not so very difficult to 
solve. " How these pot-hooks came into my fine Eng- 
lish cnrrent-hand, Hearen, and Archivarins Lindhorst, 
know best," said he ; " but that they are not from my 
hand, I will testify to the death !" At erery new word 
that stood fieur and perfect on the parchment, his cou- 
rage increased, and with it his adroitness. In truth, 
these pens wrote exquisitely well ; and the mysterious 
ink flowed pliantly, and black as jet, on the bright 
white parchment. And as he worked along so dili- 
gently, and with such strained attention, he began to 
feel more and more at home in the solitary room ; and 
already he had quite fitted himself into his task, which 
he now hoped to finish well, when at the stroke of 
three the Archivarius called him into the side-room to 
a savoury dinner. At table, Archivarius Lindhorstwas 
in special gaiety of heart : he inquired about the Stu- 
dent Anselmus' friends, Conrector Paulmann, and Re- 
gistrator Heerbrand^ and of the latter especially he had 
store of merry anecdotes to teU. The good old Rhe- 
nish was particularly gratefrd to the Student Ansel- 
mus, and made him more talkative than he was wont 
to be. At the stroke of four^ he rose to resume his la- 
bour ; and this punctuality appeared to please the Ar- 
chivarius. 

If the copying of these Arabic manuscripts had pros- 
pered in his hands, before dinner, the task now went 
forward much better ; nay, he could not himself com- 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



THE GOLDEN POT. 261 

prehend the rapidity and eaae, with which he succeed- 
ed in transcrihing the twisted strokes of this foreign 
character. But it was as if, in his inmost sonl, a voice 
wa% whispering in audihle words : *^ Ah I conldst thon 
accomplish it, wert thou not thinking of Aer, didst thou 
not heliere in her and in her love ?" Then there floated 
whkpers, as in low, low, waving crystal tones, through 
the room : << I am near, near, near I I help thee : he 
bold, be steadfast, dear AnselmusI 1 toil with thee, 
that thon mayest be mine I" And as, in the fulness of 
secret rapture, he citught these sounds, the unknown 
characters grew clearer and clearer to him ; he scarce- 
ly required to look <m the original at all ; nay, it was 
as if the letters were already standing in pale ink on 
the parchment, and he had nothing more to do but mark 
them black. So did he labour on, encompassed with 
dear inspiring tones as with soft sweet breath, till the 
dock struck six, and Archivarius Lindfaorst entered 
the apartment. He came forward to the table, with a 
singular smile ; Anselmus rose in silence : the Archi- 
varius still looked at him, with that mocking smile : 
but no sooner had he glanced over the copy, than the 
smile passed into deep solemn earnestness, which every 
feature of his face adapted itself to express. He seem- 
ed no l6nger the same. His eyes, which usually gleam- 
ed with sparkling fire, now looked with xmutterable 
mildness at Anselmus ; a soft red tinted the pale cheeks ; 
and instead of the irony which at other times compress- 
ed the mouth, the softly-curved graceftd lips now seem- 
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ed to be caning for wise and Boul-persiiading ^eech. 
The whole form was higher, statelier ; the wide ni^t- 
gown spread itself like a royal mantle iii broad folds 
•ver his breast and shoulders ; and through the white 
locks, which lay on his high open brow, there winded 
a thin band of gold. 

<< Young man/' b^an the Archivarins in solemn 
tone, " before thou thoughtest of it, I knew thee, and 
all the secret relations which bind thee to the dearest 
and holiest of my interests I Serpentina loves thee ; a 
singular destiny, whose fiateful threads were spun by 
enemies, is fulfilled; should she be thine, and thou ob- 
tain, as an essential dowry, the Golden Pot, which of 
right belongs to her* But only from effort and con- 
test can thy happiness in the higher life arise ; hostile 
Principles assail thee ; and only the interior force with 
which thou shalt withstand these contradictions can 
saye thee from disgrace and ruin* Whilst labouring 
here, thou art passing the season of instruction : Belief 
and full knowledge will lead thee to the near goal, if 
thou but hold fast, what thou hast well begun. Bear 
ker always and truly in thy thoughts, her who lores 
thee ; then shalt thou see the marvels of the Golden 
Pot, and be happy for ever more. Fare thte well I 
Archivarins Lindhorst expects thee to-morrow at no<m 
in thy cabinet. Fare thee well I" With these words 
Archivaritts Lindhorst softly pushed the Student An- 
selmus out of the door, which he then locked ; and Am* 
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selmiiB foTind himself in the chamber where he had 
dined, the single door of which led out to the lobby. 

Altogether stapified with these strange phenomena, 
the Student Anselmus stood lingering at the street- 
door ; he heard a window open above him, and lodud 
up : it was Archivarius Lindhorst, quite the old man 
again, in his light-grey gown, as he usually appeared. 
The AroluTarius called to him : << Hey, worthy Herr 
Anselmus^ what are you studjring over there ? Tush, 
the Arabic is still in your head« My compliments to 
Herr Conrector Paulmann, if you see him ; and come 
to-morrow predsdy at noon* The fee for this day is 
lying in your right waistcoat-pocket." The Student 
Anselmus actually foxmd the clear speziesthaler in the 
pocket indicated ; but he took no joy in it. << What is 
to come of all this," said he to himself, ^< I know not : 
but if it be some mad delusicm and conjuring work 
that has laid hold of me, the dear Serpentina still liines 
and moYes in my inward heart ; and before I leave her, 
I will die altogether ; for I know that the thought in 
me is eternal, and no hostile Principle can take it from 
me : and wheX else is this thought but Serpentina's 
love?" 
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the crone appeared before ber only in the colour of 
sometbing singular, romantic, and so not a little attrac- 
tive. Accordingly, she bad a firm purpose, eren at 
tbe risk of being missed from borne, and encountering 
a thousand inconyetiiences, to front tbe adventure of 
tbe Equinox. And now, at last, tbe fateful nigbt, in 
wbicb old Liese bad promised to afiford comfort and 
help, was come ; and Veronica, long used to thoughts 
of nightly wandering, was fall of heart and hope. With 
winged speed, she flew through the solitary streets ; 
heedless of the storm which was howling in the air, and 
dashing thick rain-drops in her face. 

With stifled droning clang, the Kreuztburra clock 
struck eleven, as Veronica, quite wetted, reached old 
Lie8e*s bouse. << Art' come, dear I wait, love ; wait, 
love — *' cried a voice from above ; and instantly the 
crone, laden with a basket, and attended by ber Cat, was 
ako standing at the door. << We will go, then, and do 
what is proper, and can prosper in the night, which fa- 
vours the work." So speaking, the crone with her cold 
hand seized the shivering Veronica, to whom she gave 
the heavy basket to carry, while she herself produced a 
little cauldron, a trevet, and a spade. On their reach- 
ing tbe open fields, tbe rain bad ceased, but the storm 
had become louder ; bowlings in a thousand tones were 
flitting through the air. A horrible heart-pierdng la- 
mentation sounded down from the black clouds, which 
rolled themselves together, in rapid flight, and veiled 
all things in thickest darkness. But the crone stept 
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briskly forward^ crying in a shrill hanii voice : << Light, 
light, my lad I" "Dieii blue foricy gleams went qnirer- 
ing and spattering before them; and Veronica per- 
ceived that it was the Cat emitting sparks, and bonnd- 
ing forward to light the way ; while his doleful ghast- 
ly screams were heard in the momentary pauses of the 
storm. Her heart was like to fail ; it was as if ice- 
cold talons were clutching into her soul : but, with a 
strong effort, she collected herself; pressed closer to 
the crone, and said : ^^ It must all be accomplished 
now, come of it what may I" 

^< Right, right, little daughter T replied the cnme ; 
** be steady, like a good girl ; thou shalt have some- 
thing pretty, and Anselmus to boot.'* 

At last the crone paused, and said : ^ Here is the 
place I** She dug a hole in the ground, then shook coals 
into it, put the treret over them, and placed the caul- 
dron on the t<^ of it. All this she accompliidied with 
strange gestures, while the Cat kept circling roxmd her. 
From his tail there sputtered sparkles, which united into 
a ring of fire. The coals began to bum ; and at last blue 
flames rose up round the cauldron. Veranica was order- 
ed to lay off her mantle and veil, and to cower down be- 
«ide the crone, who seized her hands, and pressed them 
hard, glaring with her fiery eyes at the maiden. Ere long 
the strange mataials (whether flowers, metals, herbs, or 
beasts, you could i|ot determine), which the cnme had 
taken from her basket, and thrown intd the cauldron, 
began to seeth and foam. The crone quitted Veroiu- 
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ca ; then dutcbed an ivoa ladle, and plunged it into the 
glowing mass, which she b^an to stir ; while Veronica, 
as she directed, was to look steadfastly into the caul- 
dron, and fix her thoughts on Anselmus. But now the 
crone threw fresh ingredients, glittering pieces of me- 
tal, a lock of hair which Veronica had cut from her 
head, and a little ring which she had long worn, into 
the pot ; while she howled in dread yelling tones throng 
the gloom, and the Cat in quick incessant motion, whim- 
pered and whined. 

I could wish much that thou, favourable reader, 
hadst <m this twenty-third of September been thyself 
trayelling towards Dresden. In vain, when late night 
sank down, did the people try to retain thee at the last 
stage : the friendly host represented to thee that the 
storm and the rain were too bitter, and moreover, that 
it was not safe for imearthly reasons to rush away in 
{be dark, in the night of the Equinox ; but thou re- 
gardedst him not, thinking within thyself : << I will give 
the postilion a whole thaler of drink-money, and so, 
at latest, by one o'clock reach Dresden ; where, in the 
Golden Angela or in the Helmet^ or in the Cify rf 
Natanburgf a well-readied supper and a soft bed await 
me." And now, as thou art driving hither through the 
dark, thou suddenly observest in the distance a most 
strange flickering light. Coming nearer, thou perceivest 
a ring of fire ; and in the midst of it, beside a pot, out 
of which thick vapour is mounting with quivering red 
flashes and sparkles, sit two most diverse forms. Right 
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through the fire goes thy road : but the horses snort> 
and stamp, and rear ; the postilion cnrses and prays, 
and scourges his cattle withal ; they stir not from the 
spot* Inyolnntarily thou leapest out of thy carriage, 
and hurriest a few steps forward. And now thou clearly 
beholdest the dainty gentle maiden, who, in her white 
thin night-dress, is kneeling by the cauldron. Tlie storm 
has loosened her braids, and the long chesnut-brown 
hair is floating free in the wind. Full in the dazzling 
fire of the flame flickering up under the trevet, stands 
the angelic face ; but in the horror which has orerflow- 
ed it with an ice stream, it is stiffened to the paleness 
of death ; and by the updrawn eye-brows, by the mouth 
in vain opened for the shriek of anguish, which cannot 
find its way from the bosom compressed with nameless 
torture, thou perceirest her affright, her horror : her 
soft small hands she holds aloft spasmodically pressed- 
together, as if she were calling with prayers her guar- 
dian angel, to deliver her from the monsters of the Pit^ 
which in obedience to this potent spell are forthwith 
to appear I There kneels she, motionless as a figure of 
marble. Over against her sits cowering on the ground, 
a long, shrivelled, copper-yellow crone, with peaked 
hawk-nose, and glistering cat-eyes; from the black 
cloak, which is huddled roimd her, stick forth her naked 
skinny arms ; stirring the Hell-broth, she laughs and 
cries with creaking voice, through the raging bellowing 
fltorm« I can well believe that in thee too, favourable 
j*eader, though otherwise unacquainted with fear and 
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dread^ there in^;fat hare arisen at the aspect of this 
Rembrandt or Hollenbreughel picture^ here standing 
forth aliye, some xmearthly feelings ; nay, that for very 
horror the hairs of thy head might have risen on end. 
But thy eye could not turn away from the gentle maid- 
en, entangled in these infernal doings ; and the electric 
stroke, that quiyered through all thy nerves and fibres, 
kindled in thee with the speed of lightning the coura- 
geous thought of defying the mysterious powers of the 
fire-circle ; and in this thought, thy horror disappeared ; 
nay, the thought it^lf sprang up from that very horror 
as its product. Thy heart felt as if thou thyself wert 
one of those guardian angels, to whom the maiden, ter- 
rified to death, was praying ; nay, as if thou must in- 
stantly lug forth thy pocket-pistol, and without more 
ceremony blow the hag's brains out. But while thou^ 
wert thinking all this most vividly, thou criedst aloud 
« Holla !" or " What's the matter here ?" or « What's 
adoing there ?" The postilion blew a clanging blast on 
his horn ; the witch ladled about in her brewage, and 
in a trice the whole had vanished in thick smoke. Whe- 
ther thou wouldst then have found the maiden, whom 
with most heartfelt longing thou wert. groping for in 
the darkness, I cannot say : but the spell of the witch 
thou hadst of a surety destroyed, and undone the ma- 
gic circle into which Veronica had thoughtlessly en^ 
tered. 

Alas I Neither thou, ftivourable reader, nor any other 
man either drove or walked this way, on the twenty- 
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third of Sefptember, in the tempestaoiii witch-fitTonr- 
ing night ; and Veronica must abide by the caoldrony 
in deadly terror, till tbe'woric was near its close* She 
heard, indeed, what howling and raging there was 
around her ; how all sorts of hateful voices bellowed 
and bleated, and yelled and hummed ; but she opened 
not her eyes, for she felt that the si^t of the abomina^ 
tions and the horrors with which she was encircled 
might, driye her into incurable destroying madness. 
The hag had ceased to stir the pot : its smoke grew 
fainter and fainter; and at last, nothing but a light 
spirit-flame was burning in the bottom. Then the 
beldam cried : *^ Veronica, my child I my darling I 
look into the grounds there I What seest thou ? What 
seest thou ?*' 

Veronica could^not answer, yet it seemed as if all 
manner oi perplexed shapes were dandng and whirling 
in the cauldron ; and on a sudden, with friendly looks 
and reaching her his hand, rose the Student Anselmus 
from the cavity of the resseL She cried aloud : << It 
is Anselmus I It is Anselmus V* 

Instuitly the crone turned the cock fixed at the bot- 
tom of the cauldron, and glowing metal rushed forth, 
hissing and bubbling, into a little mould which she had 
placed beside it. The hag now sprang aloft ; and shriek- 
ed, capering about with wild hoirific gestures : << It is 
done I It is done I Thanks, my pretty lad ; hast watched? 
-— Pooh,jK>oh, he is coming I Bite him to death I Bite 
him to death I*' But there sounded a strong rushiag 
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tfaroogh the air : it was as if a huge eagle were poun- 
cing downy striking round him with his pinimis ; and 
there shouted a tremendous Toice : << Hey, hey, rer- 
min I — ^It is oyer I It is over I — ^Home with ye I" The 
ercme sank down with hitter howling ; but Veronica's 
sense and recollection forsook her* 

On her returning to herself, it was broad day, she was 
lying in her bed, and Franzchen was Standing before 
her with a cop of steaming tea, and saying to her : 
*^ But tell me then, sister, what in all the world ails 
thee ? Here have I been standing this hour, and thou 
lying senseless, as if in the heat of a fever, and moan- 
ing and whimperii^ till we are frightened to death. 
Father has not gone to his class, this mormng, because 
of thee ; he will be here directly with the Doctor." 

Veronica took the tea in silence : and while drinking 
it, the h(»rrid images of the night rose vividly before 
her eyes. << So it was all nothing but a wild dream that 
tortured me ? Yet last night, I surely went to that old 
woman; it was the twenty-third <^ September too? 
Well, I must have been very sick last night, and so 
fended all this ; and nothing has sickened me but my 
perpetual thinking of Anselmus and the strange old 
wife who gave herself out for liese, but was no such 
tlung, and only made a fool of me with that story." 

Franzchen, who had left the room, again came in 
with Veronica's mantle, all wet, in her hand. *^ Do bnill 
look, nster," said she, ^* what a sight thy maniie is t 
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There lias the storm ovar night blown up the window, 
and overset the chair where thy mantle was hanging ; 
and so the rain' has come in, and wetted it all' for 
thee." 

This speech sank heavy on Veronica's heart ; to she 
now saw that it was no dream which had tormented 
her; but that she had really been with the witch. 
Angoish and horror took hold of her at the thought ; 
and a fever-frost quivered through all her frame. In 
spasmodic shuddering, she drew the bed-clothes close 
over her ; but with this, she f^lt something hard press- 
ing on her breast, and on grasping it with her hand, it 
seemed like a medallion : she drew it out, so soon as 
Franzchen went away with the mantle ; it was a little, 
roimd, bright-polished metallic mirror. << This is a pre- 
isent from the woman/' cried she eagerly ; and it was 
as if fiery beams were shooting from the mirror, and 
penetrating into her inmost soul with benignant warmth. 
The fever-frost was gone ; and there streamed through 
her whole beitag an imutterable feeling of contentment 
and cheerful delight. She coidd not but remember 
Anselmus ; and as she turned her thoughts more and 
more intensely on him, behold he smiled on her with 
friendly looks out of the mirror, like a living miniature 
portrait. But ere long she felt as if it were no longer 
the image which she saw ; no I but the Student An- 
selmus himself alive and in person. He was sitting in 
a stately chamber, with the strangest frimiture, and 
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diHgently writing. Veronica was about to step for- 
ward, to pat his shoulder, and say to him : << H&r 
AnsehnuSy look round ; it is 1 1" But she could not * 
for it was as if a fire-stream encircled him ; and yet 
idien she looked more narrowly, this fire-stream was 
nothing but large books with gilt learee. At last Ve- 
ronica so fax succeeded that she caught Anselmus' eye : 
it seemed as if he needed, in gazing at her, to bethink 
bims^ w^ she was ; but at last he smiled and said : 
^ Ah t Im it you, dear Mademoiselle Paulmann I But 
why do you please now and then to take the f(N*m of a 
little Snake ?'' At these strange words, Venmica could 
not help laughmg aloud ; and with this she aw<^e as 
from a deep dream ; aad hastily concealed the little 
mirrw, for the door opened, and Conreotor Paulmann 
with Doctor Eckstein entered the room. Doctor Eck- 
stein stept forward to the bedside; felt Veronica's 
pulse with Icmg profound study, and then said : << Ey I 
Ey I" Thereupon he wrote out a prescription ; again felt 
Ihe puke ; a second time said : << Ey I Ey I" and then 
left his patient. But from these disclosures of Doctor 
Eckstein's, Conrector Paulmann could not clearly make 
out what it was that particularly ailed Veronica, 
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a little black rod, and changecl the old pens with new 
aharp-pointed ones. One day, when Anselmus, at the 
stroke of twelve, had as usual mounted the stair, he 
found the dow through which he commmily entered, 
standing locked ; and Archiyarius Lindhocst came for- 
ward from the other side, dressed in his strange flower- 
figured night^wnt He called aloud : << To-day come 
this way, good Herr Anselmus ; for we must to the 
chamber where Bhogovotgita's masters are baiting for 
us. 

He stept akmg the corridor, and led Anselmus 
through the same chambers and halls, as at the- first 
visit* The Student Ansdmus again felt astonished at 
the marvdlous beauty of the garden : but he now per- 
ceived that many of the strange flowers, hanging on the 
dtaik bushes, w&e in tru^ insects glancing with lordly 
colours, hovering up and down witJi their little wings, 
as they danced and whirled in clusters, caressii^ one 
another with their antennce. On the other hand again, 
the rose and azure-coloured birds were odoriferous 
flowers ; and the perfume which they scattered, mount- 
ed from their cups in low lovely tones, which, with the 
gurgling of distant fountains, and the sighing of the 
high groves and trees, mingled themselves into myste- 
rious accords of a deep unutterable longing. The moek- 
birds, which had so jeered and flouted him before, were 
again fluttering to and fro over his head, and crying 
incessantly with their sharp small voices : << Herr Stu- 
diosus, Herr Studiosus, don't be in such a hurvyl 
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and apreMl oKt bef<H« die Student on the table. An^ 
Hikava wondered not a little at these strangely int«r- 
twisted characters; and as he lodced over the many 
points, strokes, dashes, and tMrirls in the mannscript, 
he almost lost hope of ever copying it. He fell into 
deep thoughts on the subject. 

'< Be of comvge, young man I" cried the Archiviri- 
us ; ^< if thou haat contmuing Bdief and true Love, 
Serpraitina wiU help thee." 

His voice sotmded like ringing metal ; and as An- 
selmus looked up in utter terror, Archivarins LiMl- 
h<Nrst was standing before him in the kingly form, which, 
during iJie first visit, he had assumed in the libpiry. 
Anselmus felt as if in his deep reverence he could not 
but sink on his knee ; but the Archivarius stept up ih6 
tirunk of a palm-tree, and vanished aloft among the 
emerald leaves. The Student Anselmus po'ceived that 
^ Prince of the Spirits had been speaking widi him, 
and was now gone up to his study ; perhaps intending, 
by ^e beams which some of the Planets had dispatch- 
ed to him as envoys, to send back word what was to 
become of Anselmus and Serpentina. 

<< It may be too," thought he farther, « that he is 
expecting news from the Springs of the Nile ; or that 
some magician from Lapland is paying him a visit : me 
it behoves to set diligently about my task." And with 
this, he began studying the foreign characters in the 
roll of parchment. 

The strange music of the garden sounded over to him, 
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and encircled him with sweet lovely odours ; Uie mock-» 
birds too he still heard gigg^g and twittering, but 
could not distinguish their wwds, a thing which greats 
ly pleased him. At times also it was as if the leaves 
of the palm-trees were rustling, and as if the clear 
crystal tones, which Anselmus on that fateful Ascen- 
sion-day had heard und^ the elder-bush, were beam- 
ing and Bitting through the room. Wcmderfully strength- 
ened by this shining and tinkling, the Student Ansel- 
mus directed his eyes and tJioughts more and more 
intensely on the superscription of the parchment roll ; 
and ere long he felt, as it were from his inmost soul, 
that the characters could denote nothing eke than these 
words : Of the marriage of the Sc^amander wUh the 
green Snake. Then resounded a louder triphony of 
dear crystal bells: << Anselmus I dear Anselmus I" 
floated to him from the leaves ; and, O w<mder ! on 
the trunk of the palm-tree the green Snake eame wiad- 
,ing down. 

<' Seipentina ! Serpentina I" cried Anselmus, in the 
madness ^ highest rapture ; for as he gazed more ear- 
nestly, it was in truth a lovely glorious maiden that, 
looking at him with those dark blue eyes, full c^ inex- 
.' pressible longing, as they lived in his heart, was hover- 
ing down to meet him. The leaves seemed to jut out 
and expand ; on every hand were prickles sprouting 
from the trunk; but Serpentina twisted and winded 
herself deftly through them ; and so drew her fluttering 
. robe, glancing as if in changefril colours, along with her» 
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tbat, plying nmnd ^e dainty fonoy it nowhere cmglit 
on the projecting points and prickles of the palm-tree. 
She sat down hy Anselmns on the same chair, clasp* 
ing him with her arm, and pressing him towards her, so 
that he felt the hreadi which came from her lips, and 
the electric warmth of her frame. 

^ Dear Anselmns I" began Serpentina, *' then shalt 
now soon be wholly mine ; by thy Belief, by thy Lore 
then shalt obtain me, and I will bring thee ^e Golden 
Pot, which shall make us both )iiq>py for eyermcNre.'* 

<< O thon kind lovely Serpentina I" said Anselmns, 
'< if I have but thee, what care I for all else t if thou 
art but mine, I will joyfully give in to all the wondrous 
mysteries that have beset me ever since the moment 
when I first saw thee." 

<< I know," continued Serpentina, << that ^e strange 
and mysterious things, with which my fiither, often 
merely in the sport of his humour, has surrounded thee„ 
have raised distrust and dread in thy mind ; but now, 
I hope, it shall be so no more ; for I come at this mo- 
ment to tell thee, dear Anselmns, from the bottom, 
of my heart and soul, all and sundry to a tittle that 
thou needest to know for understanding my father, 
and so for seeing clearly what thy relation to him and 
to me really is." 

Anselmns felt as if he w«*e so wholly clasped and 
encircled by the gentle lovely form, that only with her, 
could he move and live, and as if it were but the beat- 
ing of her pulse that throbbed through his nerves and. 
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lore for the fiEor ftiake ; and hm carried her away from 
the Lily, whose perfomet in nameless hunentation vain- 
ly calkd for her h^ved daughter throughout all the 
garden. For the Salamander had home her into the 
palace of Phosphomsy and was there beseeching him : 
* Wed me with my beloved, and she shall be mine for 
erermore.'^-^ Madman, what askest thou I' said the 
Prince of the Spirits ; * Know that once the Lily was 
my mistress, and bore rule witJi me ; but the Spark, 
which I cast into her, threatened to annihilate ^e fair 
Lily ; and only my victory over the black Dragon, 
whom now the Spirits of the Earth hold in fetters, 
maintains her, that her leaves continue strong enough 
to enclose this Spaik, and preserve it within them. 
But when thou claspest the green Snake, thy fire will 
consume her frame ; and a new Being rapidly arising 
from her dust, will soar away and leave thee.' 

<< The Salamander heeded not the warning of the 
Spirit-prince : full of longing ardour he folded the green 
Snake in his arms ; she crumbled into ashes ; a wing- 
ed Being, bom from her dust, soared away through the 
sky. Then the madness of desperation caught the Sa- 
lamander ; and he ran through tJie garden, dashing 
forth fire and flames ; and wasted it in his wild friry, 
till its fairest flowers and blossoms hung down, black- 
ened and scathed ; and their lamentation filled the air. 
The indignant Prince of the Spirits, in his wrath, laid 
hold of the Salamander, and said : < Thy fire has burnt 
out. thy flames are extinguished, thy rayt darkened : 
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siiik down to the Spirits of the Earth ; let these mock 
and jeer thee, and keep thee captiye, till the Fire-ele- 
ment shall again kindle, and heam up with thee as 
with a new being from the Earth/ The poor Sala- 
mander sank down extinguished : but now the testy 
old Earth-spirit, who was Phosphorus' gardener, came 
forth and said : < Master I who has greater cause to 
complain of the Salamander than L? Had not all the 
fidr flowers, which he has burnt, been decorated with 
my gayest metals ; had I not stoutly nursed and tend- 
ed them, and spent many a fair hue on their leaves ? 
And yet I must pity the poor Salamander ; for it was 
but love, in which thou, O Master, hast full often been 
^tangled, that drove him to despair, and made hinr 
desolate the garden. Remit him the too harsh punish- 
ment I'-^^ His fire is for the present extinguiidied,' said 
the Prince of the Spirits; < but in the hapless time> 
when the Speech of Nature shall no longer be intelli- 
gible to degenerate man ; when the Spirits of the Ele-. 
ments, banished into their own regicms, shall speak to 
him only from afar, in faint, spent echoes ; when, dis-. 
placed from the hafmonious circle, an infinite longing 
alone shall give him tidings of the Land of Marvels, 
which he once might inhabit while Belief and Love 
still dwelt in his soul : in this hapless time, the fire of 
the Salamander shall again kindle ; but only to man- 
hood shall he be permitted to rise, and entering whol^ 
]y into man's necessitous existence, he shall learn to 
endure, its wants and oppressions. Yet not only shalL 
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tlie remeaibraiioe of his firat state continae with bia , 
bat he shall again rise into the sacred hannony of all 
Nature ; he shall nn4ei«tand its wonders, and the power 
of his fellow-spirits shall stand at his behest. Then, 
too, in fi Lily-boshy shall he find the green Snake 
again : and the frnit of his marriage with her shall be 
three daughters, which, to men, eAudl appear in the 
Ibrm of their mother. In the spring season these shall 
disport them in the dark Elder-bush, and sound with 
their loyely crystal voices. And then if, in that needy 
and mean age of inward stuntedness, there shall be 
found a youth who understands their song; nay, if one 
of the little Snakes look at him with her kind eyes ; 
if the look awaken in him forecastings of the distant 
wondrous Land, to which, having cast away the bur- 
den of the Common, he can courageously soar ; if, with 
love to the Snake, thare rise in him belief in the Won- 
ders of Nature, nay, in his* own existence amid these 
Wonders, then the Snake shall be his. But not till three 
youths of this sort have been found and wedded to the 
three daughters^ may the Salamander cast away his 
heavy burden, and return to his brothers.' — < Permit 
-me. Master,' said the Earth-spirit, to make these three 
daughters a present^ which may glorify their life with 
the husbands they shall find. Let each of them receive 
from me a Pot, of the fairest metal which I have ; I 
will polish it with beams borrowed from the diamond; 
in its glitter shall our Kingdom of Wonders, as it now 
exists in the Harmony of universal Nature, be imaged 
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battle with the Salamanders and Spirits of the Earth, 
the black Dragon burst from their grasp, and hurried 
o£P through the ur. Phos]^(H*as, indeed, again holds 
him in fetters ; but from the black Quills, which, in the 
struggle, rained down cm the ground, there sprung up 
histile Spirits, which on all hands set themselves against 
^■Salamanders and Spirits of the Earth. That wo« 
man who so hates thee, dear Anselmus, and who, as 
my father knows full well, is striving for possession of 
the Golden Pot ; that woman owes her existence to 
the love of such a QuOl (plucked in battle from the 
Dragon's wing) for*a certain Parsnip beside which it 
dropped. She knows her origin and her power ; for, 
in 1^ moans and convulsions of the captive Dragon, 
the secrets of many a mysterious constellation are re- 
vealed to her ; and she uses every means and effort to 
work from the Outward into the Inward and unseai ; 
while my Mher, witJi the beams which shoot forth from 
the spirit of the Salamander, willistands and subdues 
her. All the baneful principles which lurk in deadly 
herbs and poisonous beasts, she collects ; and, misdng 
^m under favourable constellations, raises therewith 
SMrny a wicked spell, which overwhelms the soul of man 
with fear and trembling, and sulijects him to the power 
of those Demons, produced from the Dragon when it 
yielded in battle. Beware of that old woman, dear 
Ansehnus ! She hates thee ; because thy childlike pious 
character has annihilated many of her wicked charms. 
Keep thie, true to me ; soon art thou at the goal I*' 
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^< O my Seipentinal my own Serpentina I'* cried the 
Student Anselmns, " how could I leave thee, how 
should I not love thee for ever I" A kiss was huming on 
his lips ; he awoke as from a deep dream : Serpentina 
had yanished ; six o'clock was striking, and it fell heavy 
on his heart that to-day he had not coined a single 
stroke. Full of anxiety^ and dreading reproaches from 
Ae Archivarius, he looked into the sheet; and, O 
wonder I the copy of the mysterious manuscript was 
fifidrly conduded ; and he thought, on viewing the cha- 
racters more narrowly, that the writing was nothing 
dse but Serpentina's story of her father, the fiivourite 
of the Spirit-prince Phosphorus, in Atlantis, the Land 
of Marvels. And now entered Archivarius Lindhorst, 
in his light-grey surtout, with hat and staff: he looked 
into the parchment on which Anselmus had been wri* 
ting ; took a large pinch of snuff, and said witJi a smile : 
<< Just as I thought I — ^Well, Herr Anselmus, here is 
yoxa speziesthaler ; we will now to the Linke Bath : 
do but follow mel" The Archivarius stept rapidly 
through the garden, in which there was such a din of 
singing, whistling, talking, that the Student Anselmus 
was quite deafened with it, and thanked Heavmi when 
he found himself on the street. 

Scarcely had they walked twenty paces, when they 
met Registrator Heerbrand, who^sompanionably joined 
them. At the Grate, they filled their pipes, which 
they had about them : Registrator Heerbrand com- 
plaiQed that he had left his tinder-box behind, and 
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could not ttrike fire. <' Fire !'" cried Archiyariii» Lind- 
borst, scornfully ; << bere iq fire enough, and to spare V 
And with this he snapped his fingers, out of which 
came streams of sparks, and directly kindled the pipes. 
— ** Do but observe the chemical knack of some men V* 
said Registrator Heerbrand ; but the Student Ansel- 
mns thought, not without internal awe, of the Sala- 
mander and his history. 

. In the Linke Bath, Registrator Heerbrand drank so 
much strong double beer, that at last, though usually 
a good*natured quiet man, he began singing student 
songs in squeaking tenor ; he asked every one sharply, 
Whether he was his friend or not ? and at last had to 
be taken home by the Student Anselmus, long after 
Archiyarina Lindhorst had gone his ways^ 



NINTH VIGIL. 

How the Student Anselmus attained to some Sense, 
The Punch Party. How the Student Anselmus 
took Corrector Paulmann for a Screech- Owl^ and 
the latter felt much hurt at it. The Ink-bhtt and 
its Consequences. 

Thb strange and mysterious things which day by 
day befell the Student Anselmus, had entirely with- 
drawn him from his customary life. He no longer vi- 
sited any of his friends, and waited every morning with 
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A secret magic hiflaeiice led hhn on to the Pima 
gate : he was jtist taming into a cross street, when 
Conrector Panlmann, coming afiter him, cried outs 
« Ey 1 Ey 1 — Dear Henr Anselmns I — Amice ! Amke i 
Where, in Heaven's name, have you been buried so 
long ? We never see you at all. Do yoii kndw, Vero^ 
nica is longing very mnch to have another song with 
yon. So come alcmg ; yon were just on the road to 
me, at any rote.'* 

The Student Anselmns, constrained by diis friendly 
violence, went along with the Conrector. On enter- 
ing the house, they were met by Veronica, attfa*ed with 
such neatness and attention, that Conrector Paulmann, 
full of amazement, asked her : << Why so decked, Mam« 
sell ? Were you expecting visitors ? Well, here I bring 
you Herr Anselmus." 

The Student Anselmns, in daintily and elegantly 
kissing ye9*oniea's hand, felt a small soft pressure from 
it, whidi shot like a stream of fire over all his frame. 
Veronica was cheerfulness, was grace itself ; and when 
Paulmann left tliem for his study, she contrived, by all 
manner of rogueries and waggeries, so to uplift the 
Student Anselmns, that he at last quite foi^t his bash- 
fulness, and jigged round the room with the light- 
headed maiden. But here again the Demon of Awk- 
wardness got hold of him : he jolted on a table, and 
Veronica's pretty little work-box fell to the floor. An- 
selmns liflied it ; the lid had started up ; and a little 
round metallic mirror was glittering on him, into which 
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he looked with peculiar delight. Veronica glided soiitly 
up to him ; laid her hand on his arm, and pressing close 
to him, looked over his shoulder into the mirror also. 
And now Anselmus felt as if a battle were beginning 
in his soul : thoughts, images flashed out — ^ArcUvarius 
Lindhorst, — Serpentina, — ^the green Snake— at last the 
tumult abated, and all this chaos arranged and diaped 
itself into distinct consciousness. It was now dear to 
him that he had always thought of Veronica alone ; 
nay, that the form which had yesterday appeared to 
him in the blue chamber, had been no other than Ve- 
ronica ; and that the wild legend of the Salamander's 
marriage with the green Snake, had merely been writ- 
ten down by him from the manuscript, but nowise re- 
lated in his hearing. He wondered not a little at aU 
these dreams ; and ascribed them solely to the heated 
state of mind into which Veronica's love had brought 
him, as well as to his working with Archivarius Lind- 
horst, in \i^hose rooms there were, besides, so many 
strangely intoxicating odours. He could not but laugh 
heartily at the mad whim of falling in love with a little 
green Snake ; and taking a well-fed Privy Archiyarius 
for a Salamander : " Yes, yes ! It is Veronica I" cried 
he aloud ; but on turning round his bead, he looked 
right into Veronica's blue eyes, from which warmest 
love was beaming. A faint soft Ah I escaped her lips, 
which at that moment were burning on bis. 

« O happy 1 1" sighed the enraptured Student : 
** What I yestecnight but dreamed, is in very deed 
mine to-day." 
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*< Bat wilt tbou really wed me, then, when thou art 
Hofratb ?** said Veronica. 

, << Thab I will," replied the Student Anselmus ; and 
juflt then the door creaked, and Conrector Paulmann 
oitared with the words : 

*^ Now, dear Herr Anselmus, I wiU not let you go 
to-day. You will put up with a bad dinner ; then Ve- 
mnica will make us delightful coffee, which we shall 
drink with Registrator Heerbrand, for he promised to 
come hither." 

** Ah, best Herr Conrector !" answered the Student 
Aliselmus, ** are you not aware that I must go to Ar- 
chi^arius Lindhorst's and copy ?" 

" Look you. Amice r said Conrector Paulmann, 
holding up his watch, which pointed to half past twelve. 

The Student Anselmus saw clearly that he was 
much too late for Archivarius Lindhorst ; and he com- 
plied with the Conrector's wishes the more readily, as 
he might now hope to look at Veronica the whole day 
long, to obtain many a stolen glance, and little squeeze 
of die hand, nay, even to succeed in conquering a kiss; 
So high had the Student Anselmus* desires now mount- 
ed ; he felt more and more contented in soul, the more 
fully he convinced himself that he should soon be de^ 
livered from aU the fantastic imaginations, which really 
might have made a sheer idiot of him. 

Registrator Heerbrand came, as he had promised, 
after dinner ; and coffee b^ing over, and the dusk come 
on, ibe Registrator, puckering his face together, and 
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Tbeii the StndcBA Anselmiis aw<^ ihmi his dftains, 
ttd nMf as he teoohed glasses with Registrator HesI'* 
brand : *' That proceeds^ respected Herr Registrator^ 
frem ihe circaiiistaiice» Uiat ArduTBrius ^mdhorst is 
ift reality a Salamander, who wasted in his fiiry the 
Spirit-prince I^osphoros' garden, becaose the green 
SnlikiB had flown^ away from him." 

*^ How ? what ?" inquired Conrectof Panlmann. 

'« Yes/' ctetiiraed lJi« Student Anselmlis ; •* and 
fior thb reason he is bow ^reed to be a Royal Airdiiva- 
rius; and to keep house here in Dresden with his dnree 
daughters, who, after all, are nothing more thm littl0 
gddf;ne«n Iteakes, that bask in elder-bushes, and trai* 
torously sing, and seduce away yoang people, Uke as 
ttaiQ^ syveBs^*^ 

^ Eterr Antofanua I Herr Anselmufi I" cried Conrec^ 
tor Baidmann, <! is there a cradc in your brain ? In 
Heaven's name, what monstrous stuff is this yon are 
babbling?" 

^ He is ri§^" int^ntpted Registrat<Nr Hearbrand : 
^ that feUcrw, Aat Archivarius, is a cuiised Salamander, 
and strikes you fiery snips from his fingers, which bum 
botes in your surtout like red-hot tinder. Ay, ^y, thou 
art in the right, brotherkin Anselmus ; and whoeyer 
says No, is saying No to me I" And at these words 
Regi9trat<^ Heerbrand strucfc the table with his fist, 
tiU th^ glasses nmg again« 

<< Registrator 1 Are you ftantic ?" cried the wroth 
CUmrector. << Herr Studiosus, Herr Studiosus I what 
is this you are about again ?" 
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** Ah !*' said the Student, ^ you too are nothing but 
a bird, a screech-owl, that frizzles toupees, Herr Con* 
rector I" 

" What ? — I a bird ? — A screech-owl, a frizzier ?" 
cried the Conrector, frill of indignation : << Sir, you are 
mad, horn mad I" 

" But the crone will get a clutch of him," cried Re- 
gistrator Heerbrand. 

** Yes, the crone is potent," interrupted the Student 
Anselmus, << though she is but of mean descent ; for 
her father was nothing but a ragged wing-feather, and 
her mother a dirty parsnip : but the most of her power 
she owes to all sorts of banefrd creatures, poisonous 
vermin which she keeps about her." 

" That is a horrid calumny," cried Veronica, with 
eyes all glowing in anger : " old Liese is a wise wo- 
man ; and the black Cat is no baneful creature, but a 
polished young gentleman of elegant manners, and her 
cousin german." 

'< Can he eat Salamanders without singing his whis- 
kers, and dying like a candle-snuff?" cried Registrator 
Heerbrand. " 

" No ! no I" shouted the Student Anselmus, " that 
he never can in this world ; and the green Snake loves 
me, and I have looked into Serpentina*s eyes." 

" The Cat will scratch them out," cried Veronica. 

** Salamander, Salamander beats them all, all," hol- 
lowed Conreptor Paulmann, in the highest friry : *< But 
am I in a madhouse ? Am I mad myself? What un- 
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wise staff am I chattering ? Yes, I am mad. too I mad 
too I" And with ituSf Conrector Patdmann started up ; 
tore the peruke from his head, and dashed it against the 
ceiling of the room ; till the battered locks whizzed, 
and, tangled into utter disorder, rained down the pow- 
der far and wide* Then the Student Anselmus and 
Registrator Heerbrand seized the punch-bowl and the 
glasses ; and, hallooing and huzzaing, pitched them 
against the ceiling also, and the sherds fell jingling and 
tingling about their ears. 

" Fmi^the S^damander I — Pereaiypereat the crone !— • 
Break the mi^tal mirror I — ^Dig the cat's eyes out I — 
Bird, little Bird, from the air — JBheu — Eheur—Evoe — 
Evoe^ Salamander I*' So shrieked, and shouted, and bel* 
lowed the three, like utter maniacs. With loud weep- 
ing, Franzchen ran out ; but Veronica lay whimpering 
for pain and sorrow on die sofa. 

At this moment the door opened : all was instantly 
still ; and a little man, in a small grey cloak, came step- 
ping in. His countenance had a singular air of gravity ; 
and especially the round hooked nose, on which was a 
huge pair of spectacles, distinguished itself from all the 
noses ever seen. He wore a strange peruke teo ; more 
Uke a feather-cap than a wig. 

<< £y, many good evenings I" grated and cackled the 
little comical mannikin* ^^ Is the Student Herr Ansel- 
mus among you, gentlemen ? — Best compliments from 
Archivarius Lindhimit ; he has waited to-day in vain 
for Herr Anselmus ; but to«morrow he begs most re* 
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At nooii» aft he walked throagh Arcittnaiiis lind- 
honl's gardeDy he could not help wondering how all 
tfab had once appeared so strange and manrelloos. He 
BOW saw nothii^ past common ; earthen flowerpots, 
quantities of geraniums^ myrtles^ and the like. Instead 
•I the gHttecmg party-eoloared Inrds which nsed to float 
him, thire wwe nothing h«t a few sparrows, flattering 
Uther and tUtha:, which nosed an ui^leasant nninteU 
ligiUoF €xy at sight of Anscdmns. The aanre romn also 
|Ad ^piite a diffinent look'; aiid he coald not mider- 
stand how dtti glarii^ bkie, and those jmnatnnil golden 
tnmks of pdbHtrees^ with their dhapelesa glistening 
leaves^ slKmld ever have pleased him ^ a moment. 
Jhe^AkTchivarins looked at hiiki with a most pecoUar 
ironical smile,, and asked : ^* Well, how did yon like 
fhe pn^ch last night, good Anselmus ?" 

<< Ahy doubtless you hare heard from the grey Par- 
rot how ** answered the Student AnsehoAis, qpbe 

adbamed ; but he stopt shorty bethinking him tibat ikk 
appearance of the Pairot was all a piece of jii^ery. 

<« I was there myself," said Archivarius Lin^orst ; 
f* di4 you not see me ? But, among the m^ pranki 
j0fi were playing, I had nig}i,got lamed: foi^ I was 
sitting in the punch-bpwl, at the yeary mom^t when 
Registrator H eerbraad hdd hands ^ it, to daeh it against 
Ijlpe ceiling ; and I had to make a qwxk reti^at into the 
Conrector's pipe-head. Now, adien^ Herr Anselmus I 
Be diligent at your task ; for the lost day also you shall 
have aspeziesthakr, because youwoiked sawdl before." 
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** How can the Archivarius babble such mad stuff?" 
thought the Student Anselmus, sitting down at the 
table to begin the copying of the manuscript, which 
Archiyarius Lindhorst had as usual spread out before 
him. But on the parchment roll, he perceived so many 
strange crabbed strokes and twirls all twisted together 
in inexplicable confusion, offering no restmg-point for 
the eye, that it seemed to him well ni^ impossible to 
copy all this exactly. Nay, in glancing over the whole» 
you might have thought the parchment was nothing 
but a piece of thickly veined marble, or a stone ^rink- 
led over with lichens. Nevertheless he determined to 
do his utmost ; and boldly dipt in his pen : but the ink 
would not nm, do what he liked ;. impatiently he spirted 
the point of his pen against his nail, and — Heaven and 
Earth I — a huge blot fell on the outspread original I 
Hissing and foaming, rose a blue flash from the blot ; 
and crackling and wavering, shot through die room to 
the ceiling. Then a thick vapour rolled fnnn the 
walls ; the leaves began to rustle, as if shaken by a 
tempest ; and down out of them darted glaring basi- 
lisks in sparkling fire ; these kindled the vapour, and 
the bickering masses of flame rolled round Ansdmus* 
The g61den trunks of the palm-trees became gigantic 
snakes, which knocked their frightful heads together 
with piercing metaUic dang ; and wound their scaly 
bodies roond Anselmus. 

<< Madman I suffer now the punidiment of what, in 
capricious irreverence, thou hast done t'* So cried the 
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frigfatfal voice of the crowned Salamander, who ap« 
peared above the snakes like a glittering beam in the 
midst of the flame : and now the yawning jaws of the 
snakes ponred forth cataracts of fire on Anselmus ; and 
it was as if the fire-streams were congealing about his 
body, and changing into a firm ice-cold mass. But 
while Anselmus' limbs, more and more pressed toge- 
ther, and contracted, stifiened into powerlessness, his 
sense passed away. On returning to himself, he could 
not stir a joint : he was as if surrounded with a glis- 
tening brightness, on whidi he struck if he but tried 
to lift his hand. — Alas ! He was sittmg in a well- 
c<N*ked oystal bottle, on a shelf, in the library of Ar- 
chivarius Lindhorst. 



TENTH VIGIL. 

Sorrows cfthe Student Anselmus in the Glass JBotde. 
Happy Life of the Cross Church Scholars and Laui 
Clerhs. The Battle in the Library of Archwarius 
Lindhorst, Victory of the Salamandery and Dek^ 
verance of the Student Anselmus. 

Justly may I doubt whether thou, favourable reader, 
wert ever sealed up in a glass bottle ; or even that any 
vivid tormenting dream ever oppressed thee with such 
necromantic trouble. If so were the case, thou wilt 
keenly enough figure out the poor Student Anselmus' 
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Weathed aroiuid liiin> wJhiob ipread like green truiiq»> 
rent elder-lea^eB oyer the glass ; the danging* ceased ; 
Ae daading perfdexing gfitter was goney and he 
Ineathed more freelf. 

» Have not I oiyself solely to blame for my mi- 
sery? Ahl Have not I sinned against thee, dion kind, 
bdoFed Serpenlina ? Have not I raised Tile doubts of 
Ihee ? Have not I lost my Belief; and with it, all, afl 
that was to make me so blessed ? Ah ! Thon wilt sow 
never, never be mine ; for me the Golden Pot is lost, and 
I shaU not bdK^d its wonders any more. Ah ! But 
once could I see thee ; but once hear thy kind sweet 
voice, thou lovdy Serpentina !" 

So wailed the Student Ansehnus, cpiught with deip 
farcing sorr<»v: then spoke a voice dose by hkni: 
«< What ike devil ails you, Herr Stndiosus ? What 
makes you lament so, out of all compass and mea- 
sure?" 

The Student Anselmus now perceived thai on the 
same shelf with him were five other bottles, in which 
he perceived three Croes Church Schc^ani, and two 
Law Clerks. 

^< Ah, gentlemen, my fellows in misery,'' cried he, 
<< how is it possible for you to be so calm, nay so happy, 
as I read in your cheerful looks ? You are sitting hei^ 
C(»ked up in glass bottles, as well as I, and ctfnaot 
move a finger ; nay, not think a reasonaUe thou^t, 
but th^re rises such a murder-tumult of claaging and 
droning, and in your head itself a tumbling and rum- 
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bHng enough to drire one mad. But doubtless you do 
not believe in the Salamander, or the green Snake." 

" You are pleased to jest, Mein Herr Stndiosus/' 
replied a Cross Church Scholar ; << we have never been 
better off than at present : for the speziesthalers which 
the mad Archivarius gave ns for all manner of pot-hook 
copies, are chinking in our pockets ; we have now no 
Italian choruses to learn by heart ; we go every day to 
Joseph's or other houses of call, where the double-beer 
is sufficient, and we can look a pretty girl in the face ; 
to we sing like real Students, Gaudeamns igitury and 
are contented in spirit I" 

" They of the Cross are quite right," added a Law 
Clerk ; <^ I too am well furnished with speziesthalers, 
like my dearest colleague beside me here ; ando^e now 
diligently walkabout on the Weinberg, instead of scurvy 
Act-writing within four walls." 

<< But, my best, worthiest masters I" said the Stu- 
dent Anselmus, <^ do you not observe, then, that you 
are all and sundry corked up in glass bottles, and can- 
not for your hearts walk a hairsbreadth ?" 

Here the Cross Church Scholars and the Law Clerks 
set up a loud laugh, and cried : << The Studoit is mad \ 
he fancies himself to be sitting in a glass bottle, and is 
standing on the Elbe-bridge and looking right down 
into the water. Let uet go along I" 

<^ Ah I" sighed the Student, << they have never seen 
the kind Serpentina ; they know not what Freedom, and 
life in Love, and Belief, signifies ; and so by reason of 
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thnr folly and low-mindednessy they feel not the op- 
pression of the imprisonment into which the Salaman- 
der has cast them. But I, unhappy I, must perish in 
want and woe» if she, whom I so inexpressibly love, 
do not deliver me T* 

Then waving in Cednt tinkles, Serpentina's voice flit- 
ted through the room : '< Anselmus I believe, love, hope !" 
And every tone beamed into Anselmus* prison ; and the 
crystal yielded to his pressure, and expanded, till the 
breast of the captive could move and heave. 

The torment of his situation became less and less, 
and he saw clearly that Serpentina still loved him ; and 
that it was she alone, who had rendered his confinement 
tolerable. He disturbed himself no more about his 
inane companions in misfortune ; but directed all his 
thoughts and meditations on the gentle Serpentina. 
Suddenly, however, there arose on the other side a dull 
croaking repulsive murmur. Ere long he could observe 
that it proceeded from an old coffee-pot, with half- 
broken lid, standing over against him on a little shelf. 
As he looked at it more narrowly, the ugly features 
of a wrinkled old woman by degrees unfolded them- 
selves ; and in a few moments, the Apple-wife of the 
Schwarzthor stood before him. She grinned and laugh- 
ed at him, and cried with screeching voice : << £y, £y, 
my pretty boy, must thou lie in limbo now ? To the 
crystal thou hast run : did not I tell thee long ago ?" 

** Mock and jeer me ;. do, thou cursed witch I" said 
the Student Anselmus, << thou art to blame for it all ; 
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threw dOr her blade doak^ and ao stood in hideoua naked- 
nese ; then she ran round in drcles, and large folios 
came tambling down to her ; out of these she tore 
parchment leares, snd rapidly patching them together 
ift artful combination, and fixing them on her body^ in 
a few instants she was dressed as if in strange perty- 
ooloured harness. Spitting fire, the black Cat darted 
out of the ink-glass, whidi was standing on the taUe, 
and ran mewing towards the crone> who shrieked in 
kmd triumph^ and alcmg with him vanidied through the 
door. 

Anselmns obserred that she went towards the azure 
cbambar ; and directly he heard a hissing and storming 
in tha distance ; the birds in the garden were crying ; 
the Panot creaked out : ** Help I help I Thieves ! 
thieves !" That m^Muent the crone returned with a 
bound into the room, carrying the Golden Pot on her 
arm, and with hideous gestures, shrieking wildly through 
the air ; '< Joy I joy, little son I-<-Kill the green Snake I 
To her, son I To her r 

Ansdmus thought he heard a deep moaning, heard 
Serpentina's voice. Then horror and despair took hold 
of lUm : he gathered all his force, he dashed violently, 
as if nerve and artery were bursting, against the crys- 
tal ; a piercing clang went through the room, and the 
Archivarius. in his l»ight damask nightgown was stand* 
ittg ia the door* 

" Hey, hey I vermin I — ^Mad spell I — ^Witchwork I*^ 
Hither, hoUa I'' So shouted he : then the black hair of 

VOL. II. V 
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Irom the bodcsy that she mig^ Stifle the biasing fl^^ 
and whenerer any earth or leaves came down on her, 
the flames went out. But now^ from the interior of the 
Archiyarius issued fiery crackling beams, and darted 
on the crone. 

*^ Hey, hey ! To it again I Salamander I Victory V 
clanged the Archiyarius' voice through the chamber ; 
and a hundred bolts whirled forth in fiery circles round 
the shrieking crone. Whizzing and buzzing flew Cat 
and Parrot in their furious battle ; but at last the Par- 
rot, with his strong wing, dashed the Cat to the ground ; 
and with his talons transfixing and holding fust his ad- 
versary, which, in deadly agony, uttered horrid mews 
and howls, he, with his sharp bill, picked out his glow- 
ing eyes, and the burning froth spouted from thenr. 
Then thick vapour streamed up from the spot where 
the crone, hurled to the ground, was lyii^g under the 
nightgown : her howling, her terrific, piercing cry of 
lamentation, died away in the remote distance. The 
smoke, which had spread abroad with irresistble smell, 
cleared off; the Archivarius picked up his nightgown ; 
and under it lay an ugly Parsnip. 

*< Honoured Herr Archivarius, here let me offer you 
^ vanquished foe," said the Parrot, holding out a black 
hair in his beak to Archivarius Lindhorst. 

« Very right, my worthy friend,*' replied the Archi- 
varius : ^< here lies my vanquished foe too : be so good 
now as i^ianage what remains. This very day, as a 
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«iimU doiMXiir, y<m sfaaU ha^e six coooA-niitiy asd « new 
pairof if^ectadesalsoyforlsee the Cat baa Tillaiaoasly 
broken the glassea of these old ones.'' 

<< Yours for ever, most h<moiired friend and pa- 
tron I" answered the Parrot, much delighted ; then, took 
the Parsnip in his biU, and flattered out with it hy the 
window, which Archivarins Lindhorst had opened for 
him* 

The Arduvarins now lifted the Golden Pot, and 
cried, with a strong roice, ^ Serpentina 1 Serpentina I*' 
But as the Student Anselmns, joying in the destmc- 
tion of the vile beldam who had harried him into mia- 
fortnne, cast his eyes on the Archiyarius, behold, here 
utood once more the high majestic form oi the 8]pkitr 
prince, looking up to him with indescribable dignity 
and grace. ^* Ansebnns," said the Spirit-prince, << not 
thou, but a hostile Principle, which strove destmctiFely 
to penetrate into thy nature, and divide thee against 
thyself, was to blame for thy unbelief. Thou hast kept 
thy faitlifuhiess : be free and happy." A bright flash 
qpdv^ed throi^ the spirit of Anselmus : the royal tri- 
phony of the crystal bells sounded stronger and louder 
than he had ever heard it : his nerves and fibres thrill- 
sd; but, swelling higher and higher^ the melodious 
tones rang through the room ; the glass TiHhich enclosed 
Anselmus broke ; and he rushed into the arms of his 
dear and gentle Serpentiaa. 
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ELEVENTH VIGIL. 



€bnrecior PtnUmann's anger at the Madness which 
hadbroken<nainhUFamUy.HowEegiamtorHeerr- 
brand became Hcfrath ; and, in the heenest Frosty 
walkedaboutin Shoes and silk Stockings. Veronica's 
Confessions. Betrothment over the steaming Soupt 
plate. 

** But tell me, best R^trstor ! Iiow the cursed 
panch last night could so mount into our heads, and 
drive ns to all manner of aUotria T So said Conrector 
Paulmann, as he next morning entered his room, which 
stUl lay full of iNrok^i sherds ; with his hapless peruke, 
dissolved into its origi^l elements, floaUag in pundi 
among the ruin. For alter the Student Ansebras rw 
out of doors, Conrector Paulmann and Registrator 
Hea*brand had still kept trotting and hohbling up and 
down the room, shouting like maniacs, and butting their 
heads together ; till Franzchen, with much labour, car- 
ried her vertiginous papa to bed ; and Begistiwt^r 
Heerbrand, in the deepest exhaustion, sunk on the 
sofa, which Veronica had left, taking refuge in her bed- 
room. Registrator Heerbrand had his blue handker- 
chief tied about his head ; he looked quite pale aitid 
melancholic, and moaned out : ^ Ah, worthy Conrec- 
tor, not the punch ^i^ieh Mamsell Veronica most ad* 
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mirably brewed, no I but simply tbat cursed Student 
is to {>lame for all the mischief. Do you not obsenre 
that he has long been mente captus f And are you not 
aware that madness is infectious? One fool makes 
twenty ; pardon me, it is an old proverb : especially 
when you have drunk a glass or two, you fall into mad- 
ness quite readily, and then involimtarily you manteu- 
vre, and go through your exercise, just as the crack- 
brained fugleman makes the motion. Would you be- 
lieve it, Conrector ? I am still giddy when I think of 
that grey Parrot I" 

" Grey fiddlestick !" interrupted the Conrector : 
<* it was nothing but Archivarins Lindhorst's little old 
Famulus, who had thrown a grey cloak over him, and 
was seeking the Student Anselmus." 

<< It may be," anibwered Registrator Heerbrand; 
'< but, I must confess, I am quite dovmcast in spirit ; 
the whole night through there was such a piping and 
organing." 

'< That was I,'' sud the Conrector, << for I snore 
loud." 

" Well, may be," answered the Registrator : " but, 
Conrector, Conrector I Ah, not without cause did I 
wish to raise some cheerfulness among us last night — 
And that Anselmus has spoiled all I You know not — 
O Conrector, Conrector 1" And with this. Registrator 
Heerbrand started up; plucked the cloth from Ids head, 
embraced the Conrector, warmly pressed his hand, 
and again cried, in quite heart-breaking tone : ** O Con- 
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rector, Conrector !'* and flnatehing his hat and staff» 
rushed out of doors. 

<< This Anselmus comes not over my threshold again/' 
said Conrector Pauhnann ; << for I see very weU, that, 
with this moping madness of his, he rohs the hest 
gentlemen of their senses. The Re^trator is now 
orer with it too : I have hitherto kept safe ; hut the 
Detil, who knocked hard last night in our carousal, 
may get in at last, and play his tricks with me. So 
Apagey Satanas I Off with ikee, Anselmus I" Vero- 
nica had grown quite pensive ; she spoke no word ; 
only smiled now and then very oddly, and liked hest 
to he alone. ^^ She too has Anselmus in her head," 
said the Conrector, full of spleen : << hut it is well that 
he does not show himself here ; I know he fears me, 
this Anselmus, and so he never comes.*' 

These concluding words Conrector Paulmann spoke 
aloud; then the tears rushed into Veronica's eyes, and 
she said, sohhing : '' Ah I how can Anselmus come ? 
He has long heen corked up in the glass hottle." 

" How ? What ?" cried Conrector Paulmann. " Ah 
Heaven ! Ah Heaven I she is doting too, like the Re- 
^trator : the loud fit will soon come I .Ah, thou cursed, 
ahominahle, thrice- cursed Anselmus I" He ran forth 
directly to Doctor Eckstein ; who smiled, and again 
said : '< £y ! £y T* This time, however, he prescribed 
nothing ; hut added, to the little he had utter^, the 
following words, as Jie walked away : ^< Nerves I Come 
round of itself. Take die air ; walks ; amusements ; 
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tfcflotro ; piaying SouiagMnd^ JSchwuiem wm Pragf. 
Come round of itself." 

*^ So eloquent I have 8eld<»n seeo the Doctor," 
thought Conrector Panhnann ; <' really talkatiye, I de- 
dare r* 

Sereral days and weeks and mmiths were gone; 
Anselmus had vanished ; but Registrator HeeiiMiuid 
also did not make his appearance : not till the fourth 
of February, when the R^istrator, in a new fashionap 
ble coat of the finest chth, in shoes and silk stockings, 
notwithstanding the keen frost, and with a laige nose- 
gay of fresh flowers in his hand, did enter piedsely ai 
noon into the parlour of Conrector Paulmann, who 
wondered not a little to see his friend so dizened* With 
a solemn air, Registrator Heerbrand stept forward to 
Conrector Paulmann; embraced him wkh the finest 
elegance, and then said : ^< Now at kfit, on the Saint's- 
day of your beloved and most h<moured Mamsell Ve- 
ronica, I will tell you out, (straight forward, what I 
have long had lying at my heart. That evening, that 
unfortunate evening, when I put the ingredients of our 
noxious punch in my pocket, I purposed impartiag to 
you a piece of good news, and celebraling the happy 
day in convivial joys. Already I had learned that I 
was to be made Hofrath ; Icnr which promotion I have 
now the patent, cum nomifie et sigiUo JPrifK^y in 
my pocket." 

'< Ah I Herr Registr-^Herr Hofrath Heefbnod, I 
meant to say," starnmered the Conrector. 
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^ But kiB yooyxaost iKmoiiredCoBrector," oonitnaed 
the new Hofrath ; ^^ it it yon alone that can complete 
my happiness. For a long time, I hare in secret lored 
yonr daughter, MamseU Veronica ; and I can hoast of 
many a kind look whidi she has giren me, eridently 
shoving that she wonld not cast me away. In one 
word, honoured Conrector I I, Hofrath Heerbrand, do 
now entreat of yon the hand of yonr most amiable 
MamseU Veronica, whom I, if you hare nothing 
agamst it, purpose shortly to take home as my wife." 

Conrector Paulmann, fbll of astonishment, clapped 
hii hands repeatedly, and died : < £y, £y, £y I Herr 
fiegistr — Herr Hofrath, I meant to say — ^who would 
hare though it ? Well, if Veronica does really lore 
you, I for my share cannot object : nay, periiaps, her 
present melancholy is nothing but omcealed lore for 
yon, most honoured Hofrath I You know what freaks 
they hare !" 

At this mommit Veronica Altered, pale and agitated, 
m she now commonly was. Then Hofrath Heerbrand 
stept towards her; mentioned in a neat speech her 
Saint's day, and banded her the odorous nosegay, along 
widi a little packet ; out of which, when she opened it, 
a pair of glittering earrings beamed up to her. A ra- 
' pid flying blush tinted her che^ ; her eyes spaikled 
in joy, and she cried : ^ O Hearen I These are the 
rery earrings which I wore some weeks ago, and 
-thought so much of." 

** Howc«nthi8he,deca«8t MamseU/' interrupted Hof- 
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rath Heerbrand, somewhat alamied and Irart, ^^ when 
i bought these jewels not an hour ago, in the Schloss- 
gasse, for current money?" 

But Veronica heeded him not ; she was standing 
before the mirror to witness the effect of the trinkets, 
which she had abeady suspended in her {»«tty little 
ears. Conrector Paulmann disclosed to her, with grave 
countenance and solemn tone, his friend Heerbrand's 
preferment and present proposal. Veronica looked at 
the Hofrath with a searching look, and said ; ^< I hare 
long known that you wished to marry me. Well, be it 
so I I promise you my heart and hand ; but I must 
now unfold to you, to both of you, I mean, my father 
and my bridegroom, much that is lying heavy on my 
heart ; yes, even now, though the soup should get cold, 
\diich I see Franzchen is just putting on the table.*' 

Without waiting for the Conrect<N**s or the Hof- 
rath's reply, though the words were visibly hovering 
on the lips of both, Veronica continued : << You may 
believe me, best fether, I loved Anselmus from my 
heart, and when Registrator Heerbrand, who is now 
become Hofrath himself, assured us that Anselmus 
might probably enough get some such length, I resol- 
ved that he and no other should be my husband. But 
then it seemed as if alien hostile beings were for snaU^ 
ing him away from me : I had recourse to old Liese, 
who was once my nurse, but is now a wise woman, 
and a great enchantress. She promised to help me, and 
give Anselmus wholly into my hands. We w«it at 



1 



Digitized byLjOOQlC 



THE GOLDEN POT. SOIT 

mkhiig^ on the Eqvinox to the croetiiig of the rotds : 
ehe conjured certain heHi^ spirits, and by aid of the 
black Cat, we manufactured a little metallic mirror, in 
irlttch I, directing my thoughts on Anselmus, had but 
to look, in order to rule him wholly in beart and mind. 
But now I heartily repent having done all this ; and 
here abjure all Satanic arts* The Salamander has con- 
quered old Liese ; I heard her shrieks ; but there was 
no help to be giren : so soon as the Parrot had eaten 
the Parsnip, my metallic mirror broke in two with a 
piercing clang." Veronica took out both the pieces of 
the mirror, and a lock of hair from her work-box, and 
banding them to Hofrath Heerbrand, she proceeded : 
** Here, take the fragments <^the mirnn*, dear Hofrath ; 
throw them down, to-night, at twelve o'clock, over the 
Elbe-lNridge, from the place where the Cross stands ; 
the stream is not frozen there : the lock, however, do 
you wear on your faithfril breast. I here abjure all 
magic : and heartily wish Anselmus joy of his good 
fDrtune, seeing he is wedded with the green Snake, who 
is much prettier and richer than L You, dear Hofrath, 
I will love and reverence as becomes a true honest 
wife." 

** Alake I Alake !" cried Conrector Paulmann, frdl 
of sorrow ; << she is cracked, she is cracked ; she can 
never be Frau Hofriithinn ; she is cracked I" 

<< Not in the smallest," interrupted Hofrath Heer- 
brand ; '< I know well that Mamsell Veronica has had 
tome kindness for ibe loutish Anselmus ; and it may be 
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tlwt in flome fit of paancm, she his hadreconrae tote 
wise woman, who, as I peroetTe, can be no odier than 
the card-caster and coffee-ponrer of the Seethor ; in a 
word, old Ranerin. Nor can it be denied that lliere 
are secret arts, which exert their infiuence on m^i b«t 
too balefnlly ; we read of such in the Ancients, and 
doubtless there are still snch ; but as to what Mamsell 
Veronica is pleased to say aboat the victory of tiie Sar 
lamander, and the marriage of Anselmns with the green 
Snake, this, in rediity, I take for notiiing but a poetic 
allegory ; a sort of song, whernn she sings her entire 
farewell to the Student." 

« Take it for what yon will, best Hofrath I** cried 
Veronica ; *' perhaps for a rery stnjnd dream." 

<< That I nordse do," replied Hofreth Heerbrand; 
*^ for I know well that Ansdmns himsdif is possessed 
by secret powers, vrhich vex him and drive him on to 
all imaginable mad freaks." 

Conrector Paulmann coidd stand it no longer ; lie 
broke loose : ^ Hold I For the love of Heaven, hold I 
Are we again overtaken widi the cursed punch, or has 
AnselmoB* madness come over us too ? Herr Hofiath, 
what stuff is this you are talking? I will suppose, 
however, that it is love whii^ haunts your brsin : this 
soon comes to rights in marriage ; otherwise I should 
be apprehensive that yon too had fdlen into some tede 
of madness, most honoured Herr Hoiradi ; then what 
would become of the future branches of the fiunily, 
inheriting 4lie mabim of ikmr parents? But noir I 
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gif« my patcnial blemng to this h^pipj nnion ; wmd per* 
mit yoa m bride and bridegroom to take a Idaa." 

Tbis happened forthwith ; wmd thna before the pre« 
■ented icmp had grown cold^ was aformal betrothment 
cmiclnded. In a few weeks^ Frau Hofra^inn Heer- 
bnmd was actiuJlfy as the had been m yiskm, sitting 
in the balcony of a ine house in the Nemnarkt^ and 
looking down with a snale on the beaox^ who passing 
by turned their glasses up to her^ and said : *^ She is a 
heavoily WiHoan, the Hofrithinn Heerbrand." 



TWELFTH VIGIL. 

Aeeauni cf the Freekold Property to wkieh Ansdntus 
removed, aa Sonnn^lato qfArckktarim Lindhorti ; 
and how he Uve$ there wUhSerpeiUiMU Conchuion. 

How deeply did I feel^ in the centre of my spirit^ 
the blessedness of the Stodeat Anselnras, who now^ in* 
dissolnbly nnited with his gentle Serpentina, has with- 
drawn to the mysterious Land of Wonders, recognised 
by him as the home towards which his bosom, filled 
with strange forecastings, had always longed. Bat in 
vain WW all my striring to set before thee, foyoarable 
reader, those glmies with which Ansehnns is eno<nn- 
passed, or even in the fiuntest degree to shadow them 
forth to tibee in words, Rdnctantly I conld net but 
iwkmowledge the feebleness of my every eipression. 
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I fdt myself endmdled amid the paltrinesaes of eveiy-p 
day life ; I sickened in timnenting dissatis&ction ; I 
glided about like a dreamer ; in brief^ I fell into that 
condition of the Student Anselmus, whicby in the Fourth 
Vigil, I have endeavoured to eet before thee. It grie- 
yed me to the heart, when I glanced orer the Elevoi 
'^gilsy now happily accomplished, and thought that to 
insert the Twelfth, the keystone of the whole, would 
never be rouchsafed me. For whensoerer, in the nig^t 
season, I set myself to complete the work, it was as if 
mischievous Spirits (they might be relations, perhaps 
cousins-german, of the slain witch) held a polished 
glittering piece of metal befinre me, in which I beheld 
my own mean Self, pale, overwatched, and melandio- 
lic, like Registrator Heerbrand after his bout of puniA. 
Then I threw down my pen, and hastened tQ bed, that 
I might behold the happy Anselmus and the fair Ser- 
pentina at least in my dreams. This had lasted for 
several days and nights, when at length quite unex- 
pectedly I received a note from Ardiivarius Lindhorst, 
in which he addressed me as follows : 

" Respected Sir, — It is well known to me ^t yon 
*^ have written down, in Eleven Vigils, the singular for- 
^' tunes of my good son-in-law Anselmus, whilimi Stn- 
'* dent, now Poet ; and are at present ^^dgelling your 
/< brains very sore, that in the Twelfth and Last Vigil 
<< you may tell somewhat of his hi^py life in Atlantis, 
<^where he now lives with my daughter, on the plea- 
'< saat Freehold, which I possess in that country. Now, 
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<* notwitlistaiidmg I much regret tfait hereby my own 
<< peculiar nature is imfolded to the reading world ; 
« seeing it may, in my office as Priyy Archivarins, ex- 
** pose me to a thousand inconyeniences ; nay, in the 
^ Collegium eyen giye rise to the question : How far a 
** Salamander can justl]!^ and with binding consequen- 
«< ces, plight himself by bath, as a Seryant of llie State ? 
<< and how fiur, on the whole, important afbirs itiay be 
*^ intrusted to Inm^ since, according to Gabalis and 
** Swedenborg, the Spirits of the Elements are not to 
** be trusted at all ? — ^notwithstanding, my best friends 
** must now ayoid my embrace ; fearing lest, in some 
^ sudden anger, I dart out a flash or two, and singe 
*^ their hair-curls, and Sunday frocks ; notwithstanding 
<< all this, I say, it is still my purpose to assist you in 
*^ the completion of the Work, since much good -of me 
*^ and of my dear married daughter (would the other 
^< two were off my hands also I) has therein been said. 
" Would you write your Twelfth Vigil, therefore, then 
^< descend your, cursed fiye pair of stairs, leaye your 
'< garret, and come oyer to me. In the blue palmtree- 
<< room, which you already know, you will find fit wri- 
« ting materials ; and you can then, in few words, spe- 
<< cify to your readers, what you haye seen ; a better 
^< plan for you than any long-winded description of a 
** life, which youJmow (mly by hearsay. With esteem, 
** Your obedient seryant, 

<< The Salamander Lixdhobst, 
« P. T. Royal Archiyarius.'' 
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Tfak trnly fomewhat roi^fay yet on the whote friend- 
ly note frcnn ArddTarins LindhOTfiity gore me higli plea- 
sue. Clear enough it seemed^ indeed^ diat die •ingiv> 
lar manner in which the fortimes of his son-in-law had 
been reyealed to me^ and which I, honnd to nlence, 
mast conceal even froinithee> fiiToorable reader^ was 
well known to tins peculiar M gentleman ; yet he had 
not ti&en it so ill as I might ieai£ly haTe apprehend- 
* ed. '^Yf here was he offerings me ins beli^iil hand in 
the completion of my woii^ ; and from tfab I mi^ 
JQstly conclnde, that at bottom he was not averse to 
hsFe hit mffirvdlona eadstence in the wiHld of sfnrits 
tiras divulged throi^ the press* 

'* It may be/' thought ly << that he himself expects 
from this measure^ perhaps, to get his two other daugh- 
ters die sooner married : for who knows but a spaik 
may frdl in this or that young man's breast, and kindle 
a longing for the green Snake ; whom, on Ascennon- 
day, under the elder-bush, he will fnthwith seek and 
find ? From the woe which befi^ Ansefasus^ when in- 
closed in the glass bottle, he will take warning to be 
doubly and trebly on his guard against all Doubt and 
Unbelief." 

Precisely at eleyen o'clock, I eztingnidied my study- 
lamp ; and ^ded forth to Ajx^yarius lindhorst, who 
was already waiting for me in the lobby. 

«* Are you there, my worthy friend ? Well, this is 
what I like, that yon have not mistaken my good in- 
tentions : do but follow me t" 
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And with this he led the way through ihe garden, 
now filled with dazzling InrightneMy into die azure cham- 
ber, where I obserred the same Tiolet table, at which 
Anaelmns had been writing. 

Archivarins Lindhorst di8iq>peared : but soon came 
back, carrjring in his hand a fair golden goblet, out oi 
- whicha high blue flame was sparkUngnp. << Hots," said 
he, ^* I bring you the foyonrite drink of yonr friend the 
Bandmaster, Jdiannes Kreisler.* It is homing arrack, 
into which I haye thrown a litde sugar. Sip a touch 
or two <^ it : I will doff my night-gown, and to amuse 
myself and enjoy your worthy company while you sit 
looking and writing, I shall just bob up and down a 
little in the goblet." 

*^ As you please, hcmoured Herr Archiyarins,*' an- 
swered I : ^* but if I am to ply the liquor, you will get 
none."* 



* An imaginmiy miuical enthusiast of whom Hofiboann has 
written much ; under the fiery sensitive wayward character o( 
this crazy Bandmaster, presenting, it would seem, a shadowy 
likeness of himself. The KreUleriana occupy a large space among 
these Fantasy'-^cgs ; and Johannes Krfisler is the mun figure 
in Kater Murr^ Hoffinann*s favourite but unfinished work. In 
the third and last volume, Kreisler was to end, not in compo- 
sure and illumination, as the crimes would have required, but in 
utter madness : a sketch of a wild, flail-like scarecrow, dancing 
vehemently and blowing soap-bubbles, and which had been in- 
tended to firont the last title-pag^ was found among Hofifaiami*s 
papers, and engraved and published in his Lijk and Remaim — . 
£i>. 
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« Don't fear that, my good fellow," cried the Archi- 
varins ; then hastily threw off hb night-gown, mounted, 
to my no small amazement, into the gohlet, and ya- 
nished in the blaze. Without fear, sokly blowing back 
the flame, I partook of the drink : it was truly pre- 
cious ! 



Stir not the emerald leaves of the palm-trees in soft 
nghing and rustling, as if kissed by the breath of the 
mcnming wind ? Awakened from their sleep, they move, 
and mysteriously whisper of the wonders, which from 
^e {fa distance approach like tones of melodious haips ! 
The azure rolls from the walls, and floats like airy Ta- 
pour to and fro ; but dazzling beams shoot throu^ it ; 
and whirling and dancing, as in jubilee of childlike 
sport, it mounts and mounts to immeasurable height, 
and vaults itself over the palm-trees. But brighter and 
brighter shoots beam on beam, tiM in boundless ex- 
panse opens the grove where I behold Anselmus. Here 
glowing hyacinths, and tulips, and roses, lift their fedr 
heads ; and their perfrimes, in loveliest sound, call to 
the happy youth : << Wander, wandar among us, our be- 
loved ; for thou understandest us I Our perfume is the 
Longing of Love : we love thee, and are thine for ever- 
moreT The golden rays bum in glowing tones : "We 
are Fire, kindled by Love. Perfume is Longing ; but 
Rre is Desire : and dwell we not in thy bosom ? We 
are thy own I*' The dark bushes, the high trees rustle 
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and sound : << Come to ua, thou loved, thou happy one t 
Fire is Desire ; hut H<^ is our cool Shadow. Loving* 
ly we rustle round thy head : for thou understandest 
us, because Love dwells in thy breast I" The hrooks 
and fountains murmur and patter : ^* Loved one, walk 
not BO quickly by : look into our crystal 1 Thy image 
dwells in us, whidi we preserve with Love, fwr thou 
hast tmderstood us." In the triumphal choir, bright 
birds are singing :• <^ Hear us 1 Hear us I We are Joy, 
we are Delight, the rapture of Love I" But anxiously 
Anselmus turns his eyes to the glmous Temple, which 
rises behind him in the distance. The feir {Millars seem 
trees; and the capitals and Mezes acanthus leaves, 
which in wondrous wreaths and %ures form splendid 
decorations. Anselmus walks to the Temple : he views 
with inward delight the vari^ated marble, the 8tep§ 
with their strange veins of moss. " Ah, no 1" cries he, 
as if in the excess of rapture, << she is not far from me 
now ; she is near !" Then advances Serpentina, in thd 
fulness of beauty and grace, from the Temple ; she 
bears the Golden Pot, from which a bright Lily has 
sprung. The nameless rapture of infinite longing glows 
in her meek eyes ; she looks at Anselmus, and says : 
<< Ah I Dearest, the Lily has sent forth her bowl : 
what we longed for is fulfilled ; is there a happiness 
to equal oursr?" Anselmus clasps her with the tender- 
ness of wannest ardour : the Lily buffns in flaming 
beams over his head. And louder move the ti'ees and 
bushes ; clearer and gladder play the brooks ; the birds, 
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the ddning insects dance in the waves of perfitme : a 
gay^ bright rejoicing tomolt, in the air^ in die water, in 
the earth, is holding the festival of Lore I Now rash 
qwrkling streaks, gleaming over all the bodies; dia*- 
monds loc^ from the grotmd like shining eyes : strange 
▼aponrs are wafted hither on sounding wings: tiiey 
ore the Spirits of the Elements, who do h<nnage to the 
Lily, and proclaim the happiness of Anselnras. Hien 
Anselmns raises his head, as if encircled with a beamy 
glory. Is it looks ? Is it words ? Is it song ? Yon hear 
the sound: *< Serpentina I Belief in thee. Love of thee 
has unfolded to my sonl the inmost spirit of Natnre ! 
Then hast brought me the Lily, which sprung from 
Gold, from the primeval Force of the worid, befere 
I%osphorus had kindled the spark of Thought ; this 
Lily is Knowle^ of the sacred Harmony of all Beings; 
and in this do I live in highest blessedness for ever- 
more. Yes, I, thrice happy, have perceived what was 
highest : I must indeed love thee for ever, O Serpen- 
tina I Never shall the golden blossoms of the Lily grow 
pale; for, like Belief and Love, this Knowledge is 
eternal. 



For the vision, in which I had now beheld Ansehnus 
bodily, in his Freehold of Atlantis, I stand indebted to 
the arts of tL , .Salamander ; and most fortunate was it 
that, when all had melted into air, I found a paper ly* 
ing on the violet-tablei with (he foregoing statement 
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of the mattery wntten ftdrly and distinctly by my own 
hand. But now I felt myaelf as if transpierced and 
torn in pieces by sharp sorrow. ** Ah, happy Ansel- 
mnsy who hast cast away the bniden oi week-day life» 
who in the Iotc of thy kmd Serpentina flietl with bold 
pniony and now lirest in rapture and joy on thy Free- 
hold in Atlantis I while I— ^MMnr 1 1 — ^mnst soon, nay> 
in few moments, leaire even this fair hall, which itself 
is hr from a Freehold in Atlantis ; and again be trans- 
planted to my garret, where, enthralled among the pet- 
tinesses of necessitous existence, my heart and my 
sight are so bedimmed with thousand mischiefs, as with 
thick fog, that the fair Lily will never, never be be- 
held by me." 

Then Archivarius Lindhcnrst patted me gently on the 
shoulder, and said : " Soft, aoh^ my humoured friend t 
Lament not so I Were you not e wn now in Atlantis ; 
and have you not at least a pretty little copyhold Farm 
there, as the poetical possession of your inward sense ? 
And is the blessedness of Anselmus aught else but a 
Living in Poesy ? Can aug^t else but Poesy reveal 
itself as the sacred Harmony of all Beings, as the deep- 
est secret of Nature ?" 

END or VOLUME SECOND. 
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